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READER. 


LCN Hee the Bookſellers Stalls inform us that 
 Þhyſcrans are the greateſt Tuterlopers 
\ ÞJ inthe Rhyming Trade, and are contt- 
nuaily dabling in the Streams of Helicon ; it 

is no Injuſtice for a Verſifier to return the Com- 
plement, and cblige the World with a few 
Preſcriptions, tho to the no ſmall hindrance 
of rhe Pulſe groping Fraternity 


Having then obſerv'd, that, in ſpight of 
my repeated Endeavours, an unaccountable 
Melancholy call'd Spleen in the Men, and Va- 
pours in the Women, reigns among the Engliſh, 


Aud which if not remov d in time, will be as 


much the diſtinguiſhing Character of a Native 

ef this Iſland, as Vanity ef a French Man, 
Formality of a Spaniard, and revenge of an 

Italian. I conld not but again try to diſperſe 

and put to flight the rallying Forces of this 

5 n prevailing, : 


To the Reader. 


Pirrevailing Diſtemper, which affects both Bod) 


and Mind, and bids defyance to the grave 
' @rinal-jſhakers. Accordingly I have pre- 
par'd another doſe of Poetical Pills; my for- 
mer not being able to reach the Theuſandth 
Part of the Afflicted; and theſe will infallibly 


divert and aſſwage at lealt, if not carry off 
this Epidemical Evil; for Ibave not enough _ 


FE of the Quack in me to vouch my Medicine 
for infallible, any more than Univerſal, Ho- 


ever thus much I may venture to ſay, that if 


it does no good, it will do no hurt; being as 


' pleaſant and harmleſs as Ptiſans or Pearl. 
Cordial, and I am ſure that Lenitives are as 
Proper for the Mind and Body Natural, as for 

the Body Politic, and more for the Benefit of 


the Preſcriber, as my Brother B——n hath 


found by ſad Experience; who will adviſe all \ 


State Phyficians henceforward rather to Fu- 


ſtianixe with Bl——re, flatter with G=th, | 


E 
7 
I 
; 
| 


tite with R——w, make Birds ſpeak plain 5 


with fluttering D —fey, or indite Spiri- 
tual Epigrams for Children with the Laureat, | 
than to be for giving the Government violent 
Purges with him and P—tt—s; unleſs they 


are ambitious of being exalted to the ſame high 


 Paoit. Should I mention but the hundreth 
| of the Cures perform d by theſe Pills, the 


bare 


z HS. 


A GETS. the TS 


To the N 


Fare Names of the Perſons would take up more. 
room than Addreſſes and Statutes of Bant- 
rupt do in à double Gaz zette. So that if we 
may gueſs at what may be, by what hath been, 
they cannot fail of meeting with general aps 
probation. Count Tallard by the help of em 
hath forgot Blenheim, and if M. Villeroy 


underſtood the Nature of this Engliſh Me * 
cine, it would ſooner cure him of the Surfeit 
he got in the Plains of Judoign, than the 


Waters at Aix la Chapelle, which he is now 


gone todrink. In ſhort, as a Brother . the . 
Faculty wittily obſerves ; "2 


Theſe with a Jerk, will do your Work, 


And ſcour you o're and ore: 
Read, Judge and Try, and if you die, 
Never believe me more. 


Dr. Merrynan. 


4 


*  Diredtions to the Binder. 


Pd. the five ſingle Leaves that are Printed 

nn at the latter end of the Book, in their 
proper places, as the Folios direct, in the room 

of thoſe which are Cancelfd, 
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CONTAIN? D 


Nom Ma: Sick and lite 0 Dye 
Ab] How ſweet are ibe cooling Breeze 


In this Y O L. 
At Noon in a ſultry Summers Day 


5 4 Ab! How Lovely, Sweet and Deu | 


| Advance, advance, gay Tennanss of the Flew 
Ab! * Laſs, what mun I dos 

laſs | my poor tender Heart muſt now 

Aurelia now one Moment loft 

As unconcern'd and free as Air 

As Amoret and Thyrfis lay 

Had now, now the Dukes March = 

As 1 am a Sailor iis very well known 

After tbe Pangs of fierce defire | 

Tax en the Foot | 


5 Alphabetical Table 


4 Foy to Mortals, Foy and Mirth, 
B 


Bus out vou Cony Skins Maids 
55 Bonny Scortiſh Lads that teens me well 
Belinda's pretty, pretty pleaſing form 
Bluſh not Redder than the Morning 
0: 
Cn Beaus, Virtuoſo? 6, Rich Heirs. 
Ceaſe, ceaſe of Cupid to Complain 
Come, come ye Nympbs and every Swain 
Come all, great, ſmall, ſhort, tall, "_ 
Come, Fair one, be kind 
| Czlia hence with Aﬀet ation 
Chloe hd, and Frown'd and Swore 
Cupid mate your Fig ins tender 
Corinna / excuſ: thy f . 
Cloe found Love f.r lis Pf yche in F | 
Church Scruples and Tars | 
Coy Belinda may diſcover, 
Corinna is you Hat J Love, | 
Come buy my Greens and Flowers fue 
_ Cilia's brig bt Beaury all orber * 
D 


| D. my Boys, Drink a”d R-joy ce 


Draw Cupid draw and mate Fair Silvia 
Deareſt believe m: withour Reſervation 
Damon tif you will be.ie va me | 
' Drunk I was lest Night that's poſs 
Delia 1774 Strephon with ber F/ame 
Do not rumpie my Top-Xnor, | 

Divine Aftrea lirber ow 
E 


F 2 ungr atefiu Traytor 

Fooliſl Swain thy Sigbs for bear 

Fly, fly ye lazy Hours, haſt bring him ber: 
Farewel my bomy Willy prettey Mogg 
Fye Amarillis ceaſe to grieve 

Eye Jockey never prattle more ſo like 


Fureſt Iſle, all Iſles 0 


wu 


on. A Sk Mo... A Lt oSSO 


— = 


| K En who come; bere 


An Alphabetical Table. 


Forgive me Cloe if I due 


Ere lies William de Velence 
Here's a Health to the Tackers 


Here are People and Sports of all fize 
Hartl Now the Drums beat up agen, 
Here's a Health to thoſe Men, 

How often have I curs'd that 


How long, how long, how long ſeal I pine 
Hurg this whining way of Wootng 
Here's tbe Summer ſprightly 89» | 


. How Happy's the Husband, 
Having ſpent all my Coin 
Hloneſt Shepherd ſince you're poor 

Hi0w Happy, a Happy is ſue 
I 


N elder times tle: was of Tore 
I am one in whom Nature bas 


In ibe Devil's Country there 
Tanthe the Lovely, the Foy of ber Swain 
Jockey mer with Jenny Fair 
1 mer with the Devil in the ſhape of 4 * 
Filiinꝑ is ſuch a Faſhion 
Jockey loves bis Moggey dewly, 


Fuſt coming from Sea our ou” 


: II bear Orinda ſware 


IF ever you mean to be kind 
I know ber falſe, I know ber baſe, 
In vain, Clemene, you beſtow, 


If ine be a Cordial why does it Torment, 
I 2m come to lock all faſt | 


I ſee no more to hd Coverts, 


TIrry'd in Parks and Plays to ue. 


Foy 10 Great Catar ; : 


An Alphabetical Table. 


L 
Eave, him the Drawin g Room | 


Let's be Merry, Blith 2 Jolly, 
Let not Love on me beſtow, 
Let Mary live long 
Lerinda complaineth that Strephon is dul 
| Tove's Power in my Heart 
Liberia' s all my Thoughts and Dreams 
M 


: Mis it ſeems is for better for worſe 
Mundunga was as feat 4 Fade ” 

My Deu Corinna give me leave 

Mas ber bleſt Example chaſe 

My Dear and only {ove take heed, 


.  Mertals learn your Lives to meaſure | 


Mirtillo whiſk you Patch Jour Face 
| Mars now is Amin | | 
7 N 


Tow Reformation begins hand the, ce. 
IN New the Ground is bard Freze and © 
_ Nay piſb, ay piſb, Sir, what ails you, 

No, noewry Mornirg my Beauties renew, 
Now my Freedom's regain'd and by 
No Phillis, tho" you've all the en . 
Now eo you ye dry Woagers 

Now dry up thy Tears 

Never fizb, but tbink of Ki ng 

New Pyramid's raiſe 

No, vo poor ſuffering Heart 

Now, now the Queen's Health 


F late in the Perk, 4 fur Fancy 

Of Old Soldiers the Song you would ler | 
One Morn as lately Mufing 

Ob bow you proteſt and ſolemnly ſmare | 

on Brandon Heath in ſight of 

0b! My Panting, Panting Heart 

ob bow Happy 155 who * Buſimeſ⸗ Fes 

ob! rhe magbey Power of Love 


F 


e 
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i R Etire old Miſer and learn to be 
| 8 Phillis bas an Air 


JJC ͤ Ie 


An Alphabetical Table. 


Y0or Monford 7s gone and the Ladies 


Pretty Parrot ſay, when I was away 
Poor Cleonice thy Garland tear 


Pray now John let Jug prevail 
Phillis lay afide your thinking 


Piſp, fie, you're Rude, Fir, 
- Phillis, I can ne re forgive it 


R 


Since Cælia only bas the Art 


Some brag of their Chloris and ſome of 
Fee, Sirs, ſee bere, a Doctor rare, 


Spare mighty Love, O ſpare, a Slave 


35 Swain thy bopeleſs Paſſion ſmotber 
ince now the World's turn d upſide don 
j3jbe mer with a Country Man 


Say, Cruel Amoret, bow long 


Such command 0're my Fate 


re lives an Ale-dr aper near 


. The Caffateer was gone 


be Devil bepulP'd off his ac get : 
Take not tbe firſt refuſal Ill 


The Folly, Folly Breeze 


be Folly, Foily Bowl 
Jo meet ber Mars the Queen of Love 


Then Welcome from Vigo 


Ihe World's a Bubble 


Tbrougb the cold fhady Woods _ 
Thus Damon 4n0c4'd at Czlia's Door, 
There's not a Swain on the Plain 
Iis a Fooliſh miſtake = 
Bhere is a thing which in the Light, 
Tell me why ſo long you try me 
Tormenting Beauty leave my Breaſt 


Tell me, well me Charming Fair 


An Al phabetical Table. 


Do you make no return to my Paſſiun 263 
Ide Kivg is gone to Oxon Town 279 
TO I {hve and fre N 5 . 200 
. =: 
Pon the Win 7 of Love my Dear | - 23> 
Underneath the Caftle Wall 261 
Ulm is gone, but baſely won 285 
UVnguarded lies the wiſhing Maid 294. 
W..- — 
W- fir I ſaw ber C bar ming Face 46 
i bilſt wretched Fools ſneak ug ME down 51 
While the Lover is thinkirg — 63 
Where Oxen do Low and Apples 69+ 
Where Divine Gloriana, ber Palace 105 
When Jenny fir began to love 117 
War, War and Battle now no more - 142 
What are theſe Ideot; doing OR 143 
_ Whilſt content is wanting N 
V bilſt Phillis is Drinking | 1711 
Mat State of Life un be (6 hleſt ” 270 
ben Ii it and B:auty met in one 272 
What ſhail I do 1 am undone 273 
ben Sylvia was kind, and Love play d :275 
What Love 4 Cyime It human Fair . -- 276 
ben I bade often beard young Maids 298 
FW bijſt the French their Arms diſcover, ©: e 
ben Jockey ff e 8 1 297 
J burg 1 that live in the City = | 28 
Toung Philander woo'd me log ES | Ro 
ou I Love by all that's true | 430 
You've been with dull Prologue: a 7 
Dou the Glorious Sons of Horour . „ 1 
Du gueſs by my witbe fd Face, "Yo - 
Tou Friends to e, | 307 
2 4 Ounds, Madam, retwn my Heart 293 
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The Fourth VOLUME. 


— 


The King nth Shepherd, and Gillian the Shep- _ 


 berd's i ife, with her churliſh anſwer to the : 
King. | 


The Tune cue Chaſe. 


when guides of churliſh glee, 
Were us'd among our Country Earls, 


1 Elder time there was of Vore, 


| though no ſuch thing now be: 
The which King A'fred liking well, 
for ſook his ſtately Sent. 


And ia diſguiſe unknoun went forth: 


to ſce that jovial ſport, 
How Dic and Ton in clouted ſhoon, „ 
and coats of ruſſet gray, 


Eſtetm'd themſelves more brave than them, 


That went in ad 8 
Tn. 
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Ia garments fit for ſuch a life, 
the good king Aifred went, 
All ragg'd and torn as from his back 
the beggar his cloaths had rent. | 
A ſword and buckler good and ſtrong, : 
to give Jack ſauce a rap, 
And on his head inſtead of Crown, 
he wore a Monmouth cap. 
Thus coafting through Somerſetſhire, 
near Newton Court he met, 
A ſhepherd ſwain of luſty limb, 
That up and down did jet: 
He wore a bonnet of good gray, 
dlüwboſe buttoned to his chin, 
And at his back a leather ſcrip, 
with much good meat therein. 


God ſpeed good ſhepherd, quoth the King. 


I come to be thy gueſt, 
To taſt of thy good victuals bere, 
and drink that's of the beſt; 
Thy ſerip I know hath cheer good ſtore, 
what then the ſhepherd ſaid? 
Thou ſeem' ſt to be ſome ſturdy thief, 
Ad nd mak ſt me ſore afraid, 
' Yet if thou wilt thy dinner win 
the ſword and buckler take, 
And if thou canſt into my (crip 
__ therewith an entrance make, 
tell thee, Roiſter, it hath ftore, 
of beef and bacon fat, 
With ſhie ves of barly-bread to make 
thy chaps to water at: 
: [ere ſtands my bottle, here my bag, 
it thou canſt win them Roifter, 
Againſt the ſword and buckler here 
my ſheephook is my maſter, 
Z-nedictte now, quoth our good King 
itt never ſhall be ſaid, 
That Alfred of the ſhepherds hook 
will ftand a whit afraid: | 


$e 
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<0 erde thus they both fell to'c, 
and giving bang for bang, 

At every blow the ſhepherd gave 
King Atfred's ſword cry'd twang. 


His banker prov'd his chiefeſt fence 


for ſtill the ſhepherds hook, 


Was that the which King Alfred could 


in no good manner brook ; 
at taft when they had faught four hours, 
and it grew juft mid-day, 


And wearied both with right good will 


deſir'd each others ſtay. 

King, truce l cry quoth Alfred then, 

ood ſhepherd hold thy hand, 

N. fellow than thy ſelf 
lives not within this land, 

Nor a luftier Roifter than thou art, 
the churliſh ſhepherd aid, 

To tell thee plain thy thieviſh looke, 


no makes my heart afraid; 
Elſe ſure thou art ſome prodigal 


Which haft conſum'd thy ftore, 


And now com'ft wandring in this _ 


to rob and ſteal for more 


Deem not of me then quoth our King 


good ſhepherd in this ſort, 


A Gentleman well known 1 am 
in good King Alfred's court. 


The Devil thou art, the ſhepherd ſaid, 
thou goeſt in rags all torn, 


Thou rather ſeem'ſt I think tobe 


ſome beggar baſely born 


: But if thou wilt mend thy eftate, | 


and here a ſhepherd he, 


At night to Ciltan my ſweet wife 


thou ſhalc go home with me. 


For ſhe's as good a toothleſs dame 


_ as mumbleth on brown bread, 


| Where thou ſhalt lie in e ſheets, 


upon a freſh ſtraw bed, 
WT 7 I 
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Of whig and whey we have good ftore, 
and keep good peaſe-ſtraw fires, 


And now and then good barly Cakes Bu 
2s better days requires. | 
But for my maſter which is chief, To 
and Lord of Newton Court, . 4 
He keeps I ſay, his ſhepherds ſwains oe oY 
in far more braver ſorts ly 0 
We there have curds and clouted cream He 
of red Cows morning milk, i ns 
And now and then fine buttered cakes — - 
az ſoft as any ſilk. _” 
Of Beef and reiſed Bacon ſtore T Af 
that is moſt fat and greaſy, | „ 

5 We have likewiſe to feed our chaps, 1 
and make them glib and eaſie, „ 
Thus if thou wilt my Man become, Eo My 
this uſage thou ſhalt have, | | = 

If not adieu go hang thy ſelf % 
and ſo farewel Sir Knave. | 3 
King Alfred hearing of this glee, 1 „„ 
the churliſh ſhepherd ſaid, 1 5 


Was well content to be his man, 3 
Us ſo they a bargain out: | 
© y round the ſhepherd gave, 
£ CES of this match, - 
Jo keep his ſheep in field and fold 
2s ſhepherds ule to watch. i 
His wages ſhall be full ten groats | 
bor ſervice oſ a year, | 
Yet was it not his uſe old Lad 
to hire a man ſo dear. 
For did the King himſelf ( quoth he ) 
unto my cottage come, 5 
He ſhould not for à 12 months pay 
receive a greater ſumm. 
Hereat the bonny King grew blith 
to hear the clowniſh jeft, 
How filly ſots as cuſtom is 
do diſcant at the beſt. 


Fils to Ran Alan. 


But not to ſpoil the fooliſh ſport. 


he was content good King, 
To fit the ſhepherd's humour right 
in every kind of thing. 


A4 ſheep- hook then with patch his dog 
And tar- box by his fide. 
He with his Maſter jig by jowl, 


unto old Gilian hy'd, 


Into whoſe ſight no ſooner came, 


V hom have you here ( quoth ſhe }) 


A fellow I doubt will cut our throats, 


ſo like a knave looks he. 
Not ſo old dame quoth Alfred trait, 
of me you need not fear, 


My Maſter hir'd me for ten groats 


to ſerve you one whole year: 


So good dame Gilizn grant me leave 


within your houſe to ftay, 


For by Saint Ann do what you can, 


I will not yet away. 


Her churliſh uſage pleas'd him il, 


put him to ſuch a proof, 


Ir, nat he at night was almoſt choakt, 


uuithin that ſmoaky Roof: 
But as he ſat with ſmiling cheer, 


the event of all to ſee, 


His dame brought fourth a piece of dow 
_ _ which in the fire throws ſhe; 
Where lying on the Hearth to bake, 
by chance the Cake did burn, 7 


What canft thou not, thou lout ( quoth ſhe 9 


But 


- take pains the ſame to turn: 
Thou art more quick to take it out N 


_ and eat it up half dow, 


| Then thus to ftay tilt be enough, 


and ſo thy manners ſhow, 


But ſerve me ſuch another trick, 
I ile thwack thee on the ſnout, 


Which made the patient King good man 
of her to ſtand in doubt: 
| B 2 
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But to be brief to bed they went 

the good old man and's wife, 

But never ſuch a lodging had 
King Alfred in his life: 

For he uas laid in white 3 wooll 

neu pull d from tanned fells, 

And o're his head hang d ſpiders webs 
as if they had been bells. 

Js this the country guiſe thought he, 
then here I will not tay, 

Bnt hence be gone as ſoon as breaks 

the peeping of next day. 

The cackling hens and geeſe kept rooft 
and pearched at his fide, : 

W hereat the laſt the watchful Cock, 
made known tbe mor ning tide 3 

1 hen up gat Alfred with his horn, 
and blew ſo long a blaſt, _ 

['13t made Gilian and her Groom, 

in bed full ſore agaſt. 

Ariſe, quoth ſhe we are undone, | 

this night we lodged have, 

At uniwares within our houſe, 

_ a falſe diſſembling knave; 

E.ite huſhand, riſe, he'l cut our throats, 
he calleth for nis mates, 

Ide give old Hi our good Cade lamb, 

de would depart our gates 

Burt ſtill King Alfred blew his horn, 

before them more-and more, 


Till that a hundred Lords and Kn ights, 


all lighted at the door: 


Which cry d all bail, all hail good King, 


long have we look'd your Grace, 


And here you find ( my merry men 1 25 


your Soveraign in this place. 
We ſhall ſurely be hang'd up both, 
old Gillian I much fear, 
The ſhepherd ſaid for ufing thus, 
our Soo King Alfred here: 


Y 
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O pardon my Liege, quoth Gillian chen 
tor my huſband and for me, 

By theſe ten bones 1 never thought, 
the ſame that now I ſee 3 
And by my hook the ſh-pherd ſaid, 

an oath both good and true, 
Before this time O Noble King, 
I never your Highneſs knew: 
"Then pardon me and my old u ife, 
that we may after (ay, 


When ficſt you came into our houſe, 


it was a happy day. 
It ſhall be done ſaid Alfred Araight, 
and Gin my old dame, 
For this thy chur lich uſing me, 
de ſerveth not much blame; 


Por this thy e niſe 1 ſee, 


to de thus bluatiſh ill, 
And where the plaineſt meaning Is, 
remains the ſmalleft ill. 
And Mafter lo I tell thee now, 

for thy low manhood ſhown, 


A thouſand Weathers Te beftow, 


upon thee for thy own. 
And paſture ground as much as wilt 

ſutfce to feed them all, 
And this thy cottage I will change, 
intoa ſtately hall. 

As for the ſame as duty binds, 
the ſhepherd ſaid good King, 

A milk white lamb once every year, 
le to your highneſs bring, 

And Gillian my wife likewiſe, 
of wool to make you coats, 

Will give you as much at new years tide 
2s ſhall be worth ten groats, 
And in your praiſe my Bagpipe ſhall | 
ſound ſweetly once a year, 
How Alfred our renowned King 
moſt kindly hath been here. 
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Thanks 
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Than':s ſhepherd, thanks, quoth he again, 
the next time I come hither, 

My Lords with me here in this houſe N 
will all he merry together | 2 


On the Tombs at Weſtminſter Abby. 8 


You muſt fit poſè it to be Eafter Hoh. Days: At what time 

Sicily 4d Dol, Kate aid Peggy, Moll and Nan, are 
ma ching to Welſtwinſter, with a Leaſh of Prentices before 
; who ga rowing themſelu?s along with their right 
Arms to make more haſt, ani now and eben with a preafie 

Muclerder wipe away the dripping that baſtes their Fore- 
heads, At the Door they meet a crowd of Wapping Se. 
men, Southwark Broom-men, the Inkabitants 7 the Bank- 

Side, with 2 Butcher or to prick't in among them. Jlere 
a while they ſtand gaping for the Maſter of the Show, ſtar- 

ing upon the Suburbs of thetr deareſt delig bt, juſt as they 
and raping upon the painted Cloath before they go into the 

_ Paper Play. By and by they bear the Bunch of Keys, which 
rejayces tir Hearts like the found of the Pancake Bell. 

For vom the Man of Comfort peeps ver the Spikes, and be- 

Fol ding ſuch @ learned Auditory, opens the Gate of Para- 
diſe, and by that time ibæy are haf got into the firſt Chaps | 
tel, (fer time is ver) precious) be lifts up Fig Voice amorg 
the Tombs, and begins bis Lurrey in manner and form fol- 

a. 18 
Jung l To 4 Tune in imitaion of the 041 Soldiers, 
Pag. 21. 1 


— 


T Ere lies William de Valence Er 
II A right good Earl of Pembrote, 8 f 
And this is his Monument which you ſee, T 


I!'le ſwear upon a Book. 


He waz High Marſhal of Exgland, 

When Henry the 34, did Raign, | 
But this you take upon my Word, ” | 
That he'l nere be ſo again, Here 
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Here the Lord Edward Talbot lies, 


The Town of Shrewsbury's Earl, 


Together with his Counteſs fair, 


That was a moſt delicate Girl. 


The next to him there lyeth one; 


Sir Richard Peckſhall hight, 


Of whom we only this do ſay, 


He was a Hampſhire Knight. | 


. But now to tell ye more of him, 


There lies beneath this Stone 


Two Wives of his and Daughters fo arg 


To all of Us unknown. 


| Sir Bernard Brockburſt there 4oth lie, 


Lord Chamberlain to Queen Am; 1 
Queen Ann was Ric bard the ſeconds Que:n, 
And was King of England, os 


5 sir Francis Hollis, the Lady Frances, 


The ſame was Suffolks Dutcheſs. 


5 Two Children of Edward the third, 


Lie here in Deaths cold Clutches. | 


This is the third King Edweds Brother; 
Of whom our Records tel! 

Nothing of Note, nar ſay they whe: her 
He be in Heaven or Hell, | 


This ame was Fobn of Eldefton, | 4 
He was no Coſtermonger, „ | 

But Cora, Earl; And here's one Dy'& 4 
Cauſe he could live no longer. | 


Ta Laiy Mobun, Dutcheſs of York, 


And Duke of Tort's Wife alſog * 


But Death reſoly'd to Horn the Duke, 


She lies nou with Death delow. 
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The Lady Ann Kojs, but wot ye well 
That the, in C hildbed dy'd, 
The Lady Marqueſs of Winbeſter 
Lies Buried by her fide, 


Now thin your Penny well ſpent good Folks 5 
And that you are not beguil'd. 

Withia this Cap doth lie the Heart 

Of a Fre:.ch Enbaſſador's Child, 


But how the Devil it came to pals, 
Oa purpolſe, or by chance, | | 
The Bowels they lie underneath, 7 n 
The Body is in France. | 2 9 — 

VQ;F;F; ee | ried it away, 

There's Oxſord's Counteſs, and there alſo 

The Lady Burleigb her Mother, 

And there her Daughter, a Counteſs too, 

n c cm.. 


| Theſe once were Bonny Dames, and though 


There were no Coaches then, Dick. Ho, bs, be, 
Yet could they jog their Tailes themſcives, 7 _ | 
Or had them jogg'd by Men. men did, ba Ralf. 


But woe is me ! thoſe high born Sinners 

That went to pray ſo ftoutly, 

Are now laid low, and cauſe they can't, 
Their Statues pray devoutly. 


This is the Dutcheſs of Somer/er, 
By name the Lady 4mm, 
Her Lord Edward the ſixt Protected, Fr „ 
Oh] He was a Gallant Man. ben, 7 Fave 


board a Ballad of 
5 LE NAT 5 bim ſang at Rat- 
In this fair Monument which you ſ⸗e clit Crols. Ml. 
Adorn'd with ſo many Pillars, - pay} 2 be : 
. 5 a 2 WV 
Doth lie the Counteſs of Buckingham or Kitchin 3 


And her Husband Sir George Filler, tl--1ree, 


This | 
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This old Sir George was Grandfather, 
And the Counteſs ſhe was Granny, 
To the great Duke of Buckingham, 
Who often topt King Fammy. 


Sir Robert Eatam, a Scotch Knight, 
This Man was Secretary, 


And ſcribbl'd Comp!'ments for two n 


2 Am, and eke Queen ak —_ 


This was the Counteſs of Lenox, 

Iclep'd the Lady Marger, 

King Fames's Grandmother, and yet 
nin Death ſhe had no Target. | 


This was Queen May, Queen of gehts, 

Whom Buchan doth beſpatter, 
She loft her Head at Tottingbam, 
What ever was | the matter. 


Ds The Mother of our Seventh Hemy, | 
This is that lyeth hard by, | 
She was the Counteſs wot ye well 

Of Richmond and of Derby, 


 Fenry the Seventh lieth here, 

With his fair Queen befid- him, 
He was the Founder of this Chappel, 
On my no ill betide him. 


Tharchere his Monument s in Braſs, 
__ Youl lay thx? very much is; 
The Duke of Richmond and Lenox 
| | There lieth with his Dutcheſz, 


And here they Rand upright in F Preſs 
Wich Bodies made of Wax, 

With a Globe and a Wand in either hand 1 
And their Robes von their Backs, 


11 


Fo bere then 


Will! by ye filly 


Dae could not 152 1 


be braught here, 


after ſhe was 
_ "Ig 


Rog. F warrant 
e the/e were 19 


mall Fools in | 


thoſe days, 


ere 


— 7 ” ” —4 
= 7 — — 2 4 
- ä lhe nts — — — 2 — we _— FN 
I 
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Here lies the Duke of Buckin bam 

1 And the Dutcheſs his Wite ; 

Him Felion Stabb'd at Portſmouth Town, 
And fo he loft his Life, 


Two Children of King Janes theſe are, 5 
Whom Death keeps very ny 


Sophia in the Cradle lies, _ — Face . 
| a . 
And this | is the Lady Mary, Cb ithe eps ch 
| 0M bazling, we 
And this i is Queen Flizabeth, cant bear what 


Hao the Spaniards did infeſt her? be man ſays. 
| Here ſhe lies Buried, with Queen Mary, Ef 
And nom agrees with her Sifter. e 


| To another Chappel now come ue, 
The People follow and chat, 

| This i is the Lady Cortington, 

And the People cry, who's that 2 


| This is the Lady Frances Sidney, 

The Counteſs of Suffolt was ſhe, 
And this the Lord Dudley Carleton is, 

And then they look up and ſce; 


| Sir Thomas Brumley Iyeth here, 
; Death would him not reprieve, 


With his four Sons and Daughters four, 
That ouce were all alive. 


The next is Sir Fobn Fullerton, 

And this is kis Lady I trow, 
And this is Sir Fobn Puckering 

| Whom none of you did know. 


That s the Earl or Bridgewater in the middle, 
Wo makes 1 ule of his Bladder, 

| E his Laay lie ſo near him, 

And ſo we go up 2 Ladder, 


Edw:'d 
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Edward the firſt, that Gallant Blade, cate. He took. 
Lies underneath this Stone, more 3 


| , And this is the Chair which he did bring would ba don for 


A good while ago from Scan. Ralf. G4 Tea. 
| rant there bas 
In this ſame Chair till now of late en manya Mat- 
Our Kings and Queens were Crown da #324. got in 
Under this Chair another Stone . 


; Gad and Þlecome 
Doth lie upon the Ground. bither and try one 
0 * Days, ant 
on that ſame Stone did Jacob ſleep 8 1 
Ingnſtead of a down Pillow, TR 
And after that twas hither brought Dol. 4 Papi 1 
By ſome good honeft Fellow | warrant bim. 


Richard the ſecond lieth here, N 
And his firft Queen, Queen Aun, 

Edward the third lies here hard by, 
- 0M there was a Gallant Man. 


For this was his two handed "EY 

A Blade both true and truſty, 
The French Men's Blood was ne're vir off, 
Which makes it look ſo ruſty. 


5 Here lies he again with his Queen PRO. 
A A Dutch Woman by Record, 
But that's all one, for now alas ! 


His Blade's not ſo long as bis Sword. 


King Edward the Confefor lies 
Within this Monument fine. 

me ſure, quoth oe, a worſer Tomb, 

Muft ſerv both me and mine. 


Hurry the fifth lies there 3 and there 
Dotn li- een ES tor, 
To ou: firſt FAward ſhe was Wife, 


Which was more than ge knew before. | t 
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Henry the third lies there Entomb'd, 
He was Herb Fob» in Pottage, 
Little he did, bu: ftill Raign'd on, e 
Although his Sons were at Age. 3 


Fifty fix Years he Raigned King, 

E're he the Crown would lay by, 

Only we praiſe him cauſe he was 
Laft Builder of the Abby, 


Here Thomas Cecil lies, who's that? 
Why tis the Earl of Exeter, 
And this his Counteſs is; to Die 3 
How it perplexed her. Del. , ay; 7. 


warrant ber, rich 


- Here Henry Cary, Ld Hunz don reſts. 5 =. 5 * = | 


What a noiſe he makes with his Name ? peor Folks. 
Tord Chamberlain was he unto 


Queen * of great fame. sily. That's ſhe 85 
for whom our 
And here's one Wiliam Colcheſter Balls ring ſo of 
Lies ofa Certainty: | as 2 ir n0t Ma- 
An Abbot was he of Vf minſter, NY the very iP ay 


And he that ſaith no, doth lie. 


This is the Biſhop of 8 
„ Death vere layd in Fetters, 
Henry © ſcventh lov'd him well, 
And io de rote hi: Letters. 5 „„ 


Sir Thomas Bacebus, whit of him? 
LI Grntleman not a word, | 
| Only *ncy Buried him here but now. 

| Feheld that Man with a Sword. 


manke de Bobun, who th ugh he were 
Not Born with me i che fame Town, 
Yet I can tell he was E | of Eſſex, 
Of Hey iſord, and Northampton, 


He 
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1 He was High Conſtable of Erglurd, 


As Hiftory well expreſſe: 
But now pretty Maids be of good Chear, | | 
Wee rc going up to the Prefles; © 


And now the Preſſes open ſtand 
And ye ſee them all arow, 
But never no more is ſaid of theſe 

Then what! is laid below. 


| Now down the Stairs come we again, 
The Man goes firſt with a Staff, 
Some two or three: tumble down the Stairs, 
And then the People laugh, 


This i is the great Sir Francis Vere, 
That ſo the Spantards curry'd, 


5 Four Collonels ſupport his Tomb 


And here his Body's Buried. 


That Statue againft the Wal with one eye Dick. I warrant. 


Is Major General Norris, _ ye be bad two, if 
1 | He beat the Spam ꝛrds cruelly, | | S k — Sans 
man affirm d in Stories. „ 


His ſix Sons there hard by him Rand, 
Tach one was a Commander, 
To ſhew he could a Lady ſerve, 
As yell as the Hollander. 


And there doth Sir Fobn Hollis reſt, 
Who was the Major General 

To Sir Fobn Norris that brave blade, 
And ſo they go to Dinner all. 


For no the Shew is at an end, 
all things tre done and aid, 
The Citize: -oys for his Wik,. 
The Pceatic& for the Maid. 
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| The Charatter of a Seats- man; written by one of 
the Craft: To be Sung on Criſpin Night. 


Tune Packington 5 Pound. 


13 am one in whom nature has fixd a deeree, 

I Ordaining my life to be happy and free, 
With no cares of the world I am ever perplex d, 
And never depending I never am vex d. 

T'me neither of ſo nigh nor ſo low a degree, 

But amb'tion and want are both ftrangers to me, 
My life is a compound of freedom and eaſe, 

I gowhkerel will and I work when 1 pleaſe, 
Ilive below envy and yet above ſpight, 

And have judgment enough for to do my (cif right I 
Some greater and richer I own there may be, 
Yetas many live worſe as live better than me, 
And f:w That from cares live ſo quiet and free : 


When 
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When Money comes in I live well till it's gone, 

So with it I'me happy, Content when I've none 
f I ſpend it Genteelly, and never repent, 
If I looſe it at play, why I count it but lent, 

For that which at one time I loſe among friends, 
Another nights winning's ftill makes me amends, 
And though l'me without the firſt day of the week, 

1 ſtill make it out by ſ#ift or by tick, | 
Inzsn mirthat my work the ſwift hours do paſs, 
And by ſaturday night, 1'me as Rich as I was. 


: Then let Maſters drudge cn and be ſlaves to their trade, 
1 Let their hours of pleaſure by buſineſs be ſtay d, 5 
Leet them venture their ſtocks to be ruin'd by truſt, 
Let Clickers bark on the whole day at their poſt, 
Let em tire all that paſs, with their rotified cant, 
Will you buy any hoe, pray ſee what you want; 
Let the reft of the world, ftill contend to be great, 
Let ſome by their Lofſ:s, Repine at their fate, 
Leet others that thrive, not content with their ſtore, 
Be plagu'd with the trouble and thoughts to get more, 


Loet wiſe men Invent, till the world be decieved, _ 
Let fools thrive through fortune, and knaves be believed ; 
Let ſuch as ate Rich know no want, but content, 125 

Let others be plagu'd to pay taxes and rent; 
With more freedom and pleaſure my time Vie employ, 
And covet no Bleſſings but what I enjoy. „ 


nene 


Then let's celebrate Criſpin with Bumpers and Songs, 
And They thac drink foul may it bliſter their tongues: 
Here's Two in a hand, and let no one deny em, 

Since Criſpin in youth was a Seat's-man as I am. 


The 


1838 F pin ge Mel inc hoh. 
The emal: ſeuſte, To the forego! 18 tune. 


Of late in the park, a tr tancy was ſeen 
Bet wixt an od Baud aud a luſty young Queer, 
The.” parting of money began uproar, | 
Ile have half lays the Baud, hut you ſhan't ſays the Pore; 
Why ti: my dun Houſe, © 
| I care not i Louſe; | 
I'le ha' three . cf four, or you get not a Souſe, 


Tie 1 ſays the / Her- mutt take all the pa us, © 
And you ſhall b: damn'd ere you get all the gains; 
Te Baud b: "ng v-x'd. ſtrait to her did fay, 
Come off wi' your duds, end! Pray Pack away. 
And likewiſe your &ib,14:, your Giov2s and your Hair, 
For naked you came, and ſo out you 80 bare. 
I hen Buttocts fo bold 
Began for to ſcold; 
1 dan was not able her Clack for to bold. 


Both Pell Mel fell to t, and made this uproar, 
With theſe complements, th'art a Baud, th'art a ore, 
The Bauds and the Buttock; that liv'd there around = 
Came all to the Caſe, both Pockey aed Sound; 


Io ſee what the reaſon was of this ſame fray, 


That did ſo diſturb them before it was day. 
: If I tell yoga amiſs, ö 
Let me never more piſs, - 
This Buzrock ſo bold ſhe named was Sife, 


By Quiffing with Cules three pound ſhe had got, 
And but one part of four muſt fall to her lot 
Yet all the Bauds cry'd, let us turn her out bare, 
Unleſs ſhe will yeild to return her half ſhare, 
If ſhe will not wee'l help to ſtrip off her cloaths, 
And turn her abroad with a lit o'the Noſe. 
Who when ſhe did ſee 
There was no Remedy, 
| For her from the tyrannous Bauds to get free, 


The 


% bd 


wes 
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The N bore from the Money was forced to yield, 


And in the concluſion the Baud got the field. 


. . o 
3 * mY 
* 


An Elegy On Mountfort. To the foregoing Tune. 
oor Montfort is gon, and the Ladies de al! 
Break their hearts for this Beau, as they did for Duvall, 
And they the two bratts for this Tragedy damn 


At Kenſington Court, and the Court of Bamam: 


They all vow and Swear 
That if any Peer Fo 


Shou'd acquic this young Lord, he ſhoud pay very dear, 
Nor will they be pleaſed with him who on Throne is, 
If he do's not his part, to revenge their Adonis. 


with the Widow their amorous Bowels do yearn 


There are divers pretend to an equal concern; 
And by her perſwaſion their hearts they reveal 


In caſe of not guilty to bring an appeal 


They all will unite Wu 
Ihe young Blade to indit, 


| And in proſecution will join day and night, 1 
In the Mean - time full many a tear and a Groan is, 
Where. ever they meet for their departed Adonis, 


I 


With the Ladies foul Murther's a horrible ſin 
Oft one handſome without, tho! a Coxcomb within, 


For not being a Beau, the ſad fate of poor Crab 


Tho himſelf hang'd for love, was a jeft to each drab. 


Then may Fering live long 
And may Risby among 


The Fair with Fack Barkley and C pepper tkrong 2 
May no Ruffin whoſe heart as hard as a Stone is 


Kill any of theſe for a Brother Adonis. 
wane Ae a - 2s 
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No Lady hence · forth can be ſafe with her Beau, 
They think if this ſlaughter unpuniſh'd ſhould go, 


Their Gallants, for whoſe Perſor:s they moſt are in Pain 


Muſt no ſooner be Envy d, but ſtraight muſt be (lain. 
| For all B-— ſhape _—_ 15 

3 None Car'd for the Rape . 
Nor whether the Virtuous their luſt did eſcape. 


Their trouble of mind, and their anguiſh alone is 


For the too ſudden fate of departed Adonis. 
1 


Let not every vain Spark think that he can engage 


The heart of a female, like one on the Stage, 


His Flute, and his Voice, and his Dancing are Rare, 


And wherever they Meet, they prevail with the Fair; 


But no quality Fop 
hams like Mr. Hop, 
Adorn d on the Stage, and in Eaſt. India Shop, 5 
So, that each from Mis Felton to ancient Drake Fone is, 
Bemoaning the death of the Player Adonis. 


VI 


Yet Adonis in ſpite of this new abjuration, _ 
Did banter the lawful King of this great nation, 
Who call'd God's anointed a fooliſh old Prig, 
Was both a baſe and unmannerly Whigg. 
f But Since he is Dead. .. 
| No more ſhall be ſaid, 
For he in repentance has laid down his head. 
So, I wiſheach Lady, who in mournful tone is, 
In charity Grieve for the death of Adonis, 


Old 
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Old SOLDIERS. 


'E old Soldiers, the * you would hear, | 
. And we old Fidlers, haye forgot who they were 3 
But all we remember, ſhall come to your Ear, 
That we are old Soldiers of the Queens, 
And the Queens old Soldiers, 


With the 014 Drake, that was the next Man, | 

To 014 Franciſcus, who firft it began 

To ſail through the ſtraights of Magellan, 
like an old Soldier, Kc. 


That put the proud Spaniſh Armado to wrack, 
And travel'd all o're the old world and came back, 


In his old _ laden with Gold and — Sack; 


With an 914 Candiſh, that ſeconded him, 

And tanght his old Sailes the ſame Paſſage to Swim, 
| And did th:m therefore, with Cloa: hb of Gold Trim 3 5 
Lile, Acc. = 7 


Like an old Ruleick, that twice and: again, 
Bailed over moſt part of the Seas and then, 
Travell d all o're the old World with his Pen, 
*. &c. | With 


| 


22 Pills to Purge — 


With an old Fobn Norris, the General, 
That at old Gaunt, made his Fame Immortah, 
In * of his Focs, with no loſs at all, 
— 


| Like old Breſt Fort, an invincible thing 
When the old Queen ſent him, to help the French Kiog, 
Took from the proud Fox, to the worlds . 

5 Lite &c. 5 . 


Where an old tout Fryer, as goes the "In 

Came to puſh of Pike with him in vain- glory, 

But he was almoſt ſent to his own — 3 
3 this old Souldier, cc. 


With an old Ned Norris, that kep pt Oftend, 


A A terrour to Foe, and a refuge to Friend,” 


And left it impreguable to his aft End * 4 
85 Lite &c. ä 


bs That i in the old unfortunate Voyage of 1 
Marcb'd o're the old bridge, and knockt at the wall, 
0 Lisbon, the Miſtreſs o Pernigai; 5 

"Like, KC. | | 


With an old Tim Norris, by the old 8 ſent, 

Of Munſter in Ireland, Lord Preſident, 

Where his Days and his Blood, in her ſet vice he ſpent z 
Like a7; old Souldter, c. 


With an old Hurry Norris in Battell wounded 
In his Knee, whoſe Leg was cut off, and he ſaid, 
You have ſpoyl'd my Danaag, and dy'd in his Bed ; 
| Like ER 


With an old W il Norris, the eldeſt of al! 
Who went yoluntary, without any call, 
To tl'old * Warrs, to's fame Immortal; 

| Lik e &c. 


Wit 


i A kd a0 
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with an old Dick Werm wn, he firſt + , 
That over the walls of o “ id | 
And there was Knighted, ar vd ai nis time; 

| r | | 


With an old 1\ando We:man, when Breft was o'ecthrown, 
Into the Air, into the Scas, with Gunpowder blown, 

a Yet bravely recovering, long after was known ; 
Rae e 


With an old Im Penman, whoſe braveſt delight, 
Was in a good cauſe for his Country to fight, 

And dy'd in Ireland, a good old Knight; 

I And an old, &&c, © 


With a young Ned Wenman, ſo valiant and bold, 
ln the wars of Bobemzz, as with the Old, . 
Deſer ves for his valour to be Enroll'd ; 
An Old &c. N 1 | 


And thus of Old Soldiers, ye hear the fame, 
But nere ſo many of one houſe and rame, 
And all of old Fokn Lord Viſcount of Thame 3 


An old Souldigr of 2 „ 1 
And the Queens old Souldier, | 
N „ | 


Wit 
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The Hopeful Bargain : Or a Fare for a Hackney- 


Coachman, giving a Comical relation, how an 


| Ale-draperat the Sign of the Double. tooth d Rake 


in or near the new Palace- yard, Weſtminſter, Sold 


his wife for a Shilling, and how he was fold a fecond 
time for five ſhillings to Judge; My Lord 
Coachman, and how her Husband receiv'd her again 
after ſhe had lain with other Folks three days and 
__ &c. The Tune 1 Bolero. 
Fi _ 2 
17 2 


e 


ge — 


0 ee 
== 


1 lives an Ale-draper near New palace- yard, 
Who uſed to ſeik the Bum of his wife, 


And ſhe was forced to ftind on her Guard, 
To keep his clutches trom her ow 


. She 


She 


lie kept her one whole night and day 
Then honeft F:d,e the Coachman bought . 


Gave for her five Shilling, 
To take her was willing. 


Ny Spouſe again I fain would have, 
Te pardon what ſhe c're has done: 


Again I will take her, 


Hz ſent an old Baud to interceed, 
And to perſwade her to come back, 

That he might have one of her delicat breed: 
And he would give her a ha'puth of Sack, 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. EE 
She poor ſoul the weaker veſſel 5 | 


To be reconcil'd was eaſily won, 
He held her in ſcorn. 
But (ſhe Crown'd him with Horn, | 


Mithout Hood or Scarff, and rough 40 fre ru runs. | 


He for a Shilling Cold his Spouſe, 


And ſhe was very willing to go, 
| And left the poor Cuckold alone in the Houſe; 


That he by himſelf his Horn might blos. 
A Hackney Coach man he did buy her; 


And was not this a very good Fun 7 
With a dirty Pinner, 
As T am a Sinner. 


| Without Hood or rl but rough, Kc. 


The Woman gladly did depart, 


Between three men was handed away. 


He for her Husband did care not a fart, 
And was not this moſt cunningly done: 5 


* itbout Hood ad Se wtf, and rough, &c. 
The Cuckold to Fudge a Letter did ſnd, 
Wherein he did moſt humbly crave; _ 
Quoth he, I prithee, my Rival Friend, 
And it yoa will but let me have her, 
J (wear by my Maker, 


IVithout Hood or Scarf and a, 0 : 


Theres 
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Therefore prithee now come to me, 

Or elſe poor I ſhall be undone, 

Then do not forgo me, 

But prithee come to me, 

Without Hood or Scoff, tho rough, Ke. 


The Coachman then with much ado, | 
Did ſuffer the Baud to take her out. 
Upon the condition that ſhe would be true, 
And let him have now and then a Bout. 
But he took from her forty Shillings, 
And gave her a parting Glaſs at the Sun. 
And then with good buy'te Je, 
N De his Duty, 
And turn d ber 4 grating, EY as foe! run. 


5 The Cuckold invited the Coachman to dine, 
And gave him a Treat at his own expence, _ 
They drown'd all Cares in full brimmers of Wine, 
He made him as welcome as any Prince, 
There was all the Hungregation, 

Which from Cuckolds- Point was come, 

They kiſſed and Fumbled, 

: They towzed and tumbled, ED | 

Bie wasgladto tale ber _ as be run. 


| Fudge does en joy her where he lift, | 
e values not the old Cuckold's pouts, 5 


And ſhe is a8 good for the Game as e' re pit, 


Fudge on his Horns fits drying of Clouts, 
She rants and revels when ſhe plealcs, 
And to end as I begun 
The Horned Wiſe- acer 
Is forced to take her, 
Mfibout Hood or Sear, and rough 45 res ru. 


The 
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Tze Maiden Lottery: Containing 70 Thouſend Ne- 
Tees, at a Guinea each; tbe Prizes l being Rich and 
Loving Husband from three Tbouſand to one Hun- 
dired a Year, which Lottery wil Ein fo draw on 
next Valentine Day. 


ten pretty Laſſes venter now, 
1 Foe may ber 5 alow, 


a e 4 | 


5 - ws 


1 es — 


The 
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| Your Ladies that live in the City, 
ſweet beautiful proper and tall, 
And Country Maids who dabling unden, 
here's happy good News for you al: 
A Lottery now out of hand, 
ereſted will be in the Fir and, 
Young Husbands with treaſure, and wealth out of meaſure. 
will fairly be at your command 
Of ber that ſhall ligbt of a fortunate Lott; 
There* 5 fix of three rbouſar.d 4 Tear to begot. 


I ten you the Price of each Ticket, 

it is but a Guinea, I'll vow : 
| Then haſten away, and make no delay, 
Aud fill up the Lottery now; 

1 Ci that lodges in ſtra v, 
ſhall have the good fortune to draw 
A Knight or a Squire, he'll never deny her, 
tis fair and according to Lao; 
Then co me pretty Laſſes and purchaſe 4 Lott, 
There's ten of two thonſand a Leu to be gor. 


The number is Sende Thouſand, 5 
when all the whole Lott is compleat; $ - 
Five Hundred of which, are Prizes mon rich, 
believe me for this is no Cheat. 
There's Drapers and Taylors likewife, 
drave Men that you cannot deſpiſe ; ; 
Come Bridget and Jenny, and throw in your Guinea, 
a Husband's a delicate Priſe: 
Then come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe 4 Lott, 
Ibere's ten of one Aae 4 Tear to be got. 


Suppoſe you ſhould win for your Guinea, 
a Man of three thouſand Year, 
Would this not be brave ? what more would you have ö 
you ſoon might in Glory appear, 
In glitcering Coach you may ride, 
with Lackeys to run by your fide, 


For 
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For why ſhould you ſpare it, faith, win Gold and wear it © 
nos who would not be ſuch a bride? | 

Then come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe 4 Lott, 

Toere s fixty, five bundreds a Jear ic be gor. 


. Old Widows, and Maids above forty, 
e hall not be admitted to draw 3 
' _ ___ There's five hundred and ten, as proper young nen, 

indeed, as your eyes ever ſaw, 
Who ſcorns for one Guinea of Gold 

dcto lodge with a Woman that's old 

| Young Maids are admitted, in hopes to be fitted, 

with Husbands couragious and bold : 

Iten come pretty Laſſes and purchaſe a Lott, 
There are wealrby | kind Husbands now, mow, 3 10 be * 


£ Kind Men that are full of good Nature, 
the flaxen, the black, and the brown, 
Both luſty and ſtout, and fit to hold out, 
__ the prime and the top of the Town, 
So clever in every part, - 
they'll pleaſe a young Girl to the heart; 


5 Nay, kiſs you, and ſqueeſe you, and tenderly m_ y you, | 
for Lore has a conquering dart, 


| Then come pretty Laſſes ard purchaſe a Lott. 
| There is wealthy kind Husbands tow, * to be got. 


Then never be ſearful to venter 
but Girls bring yu Guineas away, 
5 Come merrily in, for we ſhall de gin. 
To draw npon Y/alemine's day: 
The Prizes are many and great, 
each man with a worthy Eftatey 
I ben come away Mary, Sib, Suſan, and Seb, 
. Foan, Nancy, and pretty facd Kare, | 
| For now is ibe time, if you'll purchaſe a Lott, 
e : 20 up Jl , 
; — * bie weakdy kind Hus band: they are to be got. 


Ama you 1 know there is many, 
Will miſs of a Capital Prize, 


For : 5 T 
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Yet nevertheleſs, no ſorrow expreſs 
but dry up your watry eyes, 
Young Laſſes it is but in vain, 
in ſorrowful fighs to complain, 
Then ne'er be faint hearted, tho? luck be departed, 
for all cannot reckon to gain, 1 
Yer venture young Laſſer, your Guineas bring in, 
The Lucky will have the good fortune io win- 


— 


—ͤ — —— — 
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* 


o 
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Away, and in Troops to the Fubile jog 9 85 
Leave Diſcord and Death to the Colledge Phyſicians, 
Loet the Vig'rous Whore on, and the Impotent Flog: 3 
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Already Rome opens her Arms to receive ye, 


And ev ry Tranſgreſſion her Lord will forgive je. 


— "Ws - 
Indulgences, Pardons, and ſuch Holy Lumber, 


As cheap there is now as our Cabbages grown ; 


While muſty old Reliques of Saints withou: number 
For barely the looking upon, ſhell be ſhown, 
Theſe, were you an Atheiſt muſt needs overcome ye, 


That firſt were made Martyrs, and afterwards Mummy. 


5 = 
They'll ſhew ye the River, ſo Sung by the Poets, 


Wich theRock from whenceMortals were knockt o'th'heads 


. They'll ſhew ye the place too, as ſome will avow it, 


Where once a She Pope was brought fairly to Bed. 


For which, ever ſince, to prevent Interloping, 


la a Chair her Succeſſors ſtill ſuifer a Groaping, 


Wbat a ſight tis to ſee the gay Idol accoutred, 


With Mitre and Cap, and two Keys by his ſide; 


Be his infide what t will, yet the Pomp of his outward, 


5 Sheuvs Servus ſervorum, no hater of Pride, 


Theſe Keys into Heav'n will as ſurely admit ye, - 


As Clerks of a Pariſh to a Pew in the City, | 


What a ſight tis to ſee, the old man ia Proceſſion; 


Through Mme in ſuch Pomp as her Cæſars did ride; 


Now ſcattering of Pardons, here Croſſing, there Bleſſin 


With all his ſhav d Spiritual Train'd-Bands by his ſide; 


As, Confeſſors, Cardinals, Monks fat as Bacons, 


From Rev rend Areb-Biſbops, to Roſie Arcb Deacons, | 


Then for your Divertion the more to regale ye, 


Fine Muſick you'll hear, and high Dancing you'll ſee g 
| Men who much ſhall out warble your famous Filet, 


And make ye meer Fools, of Baſſoon and L* Abbe z 


And 
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And to ſhew ye how fond they're to Kiſs 8 Manos, 
Each Padre turns mp, all Nuns Courtezana 5. 5. 


vn. 


| "And when you've 4 Months at old Pchylon been-4, 

And on Pardons, aod Punks all your Wino is ſpent ; 
And when you have ſeen all, that's there to be ſeen- * 

You'll return not ſo Rich, tho' as Wiſe as you went: 


 And'twill be but ſmall Comfort after ſo much Expence-a 


That your Heirs will do juſt ſo an n. Years hence a. 


6 — 


4 SONG. The Words made by Mr. Duke, 
. Sat by Mr. D. Purcell. 


: I: 5 e 5 
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7 IJ Ong Pliloner woo'd 1 me long, 
I was peeviſh and forbad him; 
Nor would hear his loving Song, 
And yet now I wiſh, I wiſh 1 had him; 
For each morn I view my Glals, 
I perceive the whim is going; 
- For when wrinkles ftreak the Face, 
We may bid farewel to Wooing. 
For when wrinkles ftreak the Face, 
5 We may bid farewel to woing, | 


Uſe your time ye Virgins fair, | 
Chooſe before your day's are evil * 
Fifteen is a Seaſon rare, 
bie and Foity is the Devil ; | | 
Juſt when ripe conſent to doo'r, _ . 
Hugg no more the lonely Pillow; 
Women like ſome other Fruit, 
| Loſe their relliſh when too mellow. 
| +; Women like ſome other Fruit, 
Loſe their relliſh when too mellow. 
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Yon man ſick and like to dye, 
His laſt Vil being written and found, 
I give my Soul to God on high, 
And my Body to the Ground: 
Hato ſome Cburcb. men do I give 
| Baſe minds to greedy Lure bent, 
Pride and Ambition whilſt they live: 
By this my Vill and Teſtament. 


Item poor folks brown bread I give, 
Andeke bare bones with hungry cheeks 3 


Wii / and Travel whilſt they live, 


And to feed on Noot, and Lela 


98 — FER PER F==== | 


Item 
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Ttem to Rich men I beſtow, 
High Looks, low. Deeds and hearts of flint. 
And that themſelves they ſeldom know 5 5 

| By this Bc, . 


Proud ſtately Courtiers do I will, | 
Two faces in one head to wear: 
For Great men bribes I think moſt fit, 


Pride and oppreſſion through the year. 
Tenants I give them leave to loſe, 
And Landlords for to raiſe their Kent 3 


Rogues to fawn Collogue and TR 


By this Cc. 


Iten to Soldiers for their Fees, - -- 
I give them 1074s their bodies full: 
And forto beg on bended knees, 
With Cap in hand to every Cul; 
Item I will poor Scbollars have, 
For all their Pains and Travel ſpent; > 
R2275, Fargs and Tawns of every Knaye, 
By this Ce. 


To Shoematers I 1 this Boon, 


Which Mercury gave them once before z 


Altho' they earn two pence by Noon, 


To ſpend ere night two Groats and more 

And Blackſmiths when the work is done 

Ii give to them Incontinent ; | 
To drink two Barrels with 2 Bun 


By this Oc. 


; To wer ſaitt this dolI leave, 


Againſt that may b«(-em them well: 


That they their good wifes do deceive, 


Bring home a yard and ſteal an ell. 
And Tors too muſt be ſet down, 


A Gift to give them 1 am bent; 


To cut four ſles ves to every Gown, 
By this Oc. 


3s 
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To Tavern haunters grant T more. 
Red eyes, Red noſe and ſtinking breath: 
And doublets foul with drop: 3 
And foul ſhame until their Death ; 
And Gameſters that will never leave, 
Before their Subſtance be all ſpent ; 

The wooden Dagger I bequeath, 

By this Se. 


To common Fidlers 2 w ill that they, 
Shall go 11 — and thread bare coats: 
And at moſt places where they play, 
To carry wed. y more Tunes than Groats. 


| To wandring Players 1 do give, 


Before their Subſtance he all ſpent; 
Proud Silk'a — for to live, 
By this Gc. 


To Wenching gel- ſmocks give l theſe, 


Dead looks, gaunt purrs and craſy back: 
And now and then the foul Diſeaje, 
Such as Jil gave to Fack, | 
To Parretors I give them clear, 
For all their Joil and Travel ſpent: 
The Devil away ſuch 2 to bear, | 
By this Ge. 


1 will that c OP d al Pais, 
And thruſt among the thickeſt throng ; 
That neither Purſe nor Pocket (| pare, 
But what they get to bear along: 

But if they Falter in their trade, 


And fo betray their bad intent; 


I give them Tyburn for their ſhare, 
By this G. 


To Serving men I give this Gift, 
That when their ſtrength is once decay d: 
The maſter of ſuch Men do ſhift, 
As hor ſe· men do a toothleſs en. 


Item 
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Item I give them leave to . We 
or all their ſervice ſoill ſpent; 
and with Duke Zumpbry for to Dine, = 


By this Cc. 


Item to Millers I Grant withal, 
That they Spare nor Poke nor Sack; 
gut with Griſt, ſo ere befal, 5 
They Grind a Strike and ſteal a Pect. 
1 will that Butchers Huff their Meat 
And ſell a lump of Xzmmiſh ſcent z 
For Wether Mutton good and ſweet 
By this Go. 


Iwill Ale wives puniſh their Gueſts, 
Wich hungry Cakes and little Cans: 
And barm their drink with new found Jeet, 
Such as is made of Prſpot grounds: 
And ſhe that meaneth for to gain, 
And in her houſe have Mony ſpent; 
Iwill ſhe keep a pretty Punk, 
JJ 


To j alous Husbands] do grant, 
Lack of Pleaſure want of Sleep: 1 
That Lanthorn horns they never want, 

Tho ne'er fo cloſe their Wives they keep; : 

And for their Wives I will that they, 8 | | 
The cloſer up that they are pent: | 
The cloſer ftill they ſeek to play, | 
By this Sc. Bo 


For ſwearing ſwiggerers nought is left, 
To give them for a parting blow: 
Baut ſe ving off of damned Oathe, 
And that of them 1 will be ſtow. 
Item I give them for their pain. 
That when all hop: and livelyhood's ſpent: 
A walletor a hempen Chain, | 
By. this my Will aad Teſtament. 


Time 
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Time and longeſt Livers do I make, 
The ſup-rviſers of my Will: 
My Gold and Silver let them take, 


2 will dig for't in Malvein hill, —_ | 1 


41 new 1. for 4 at the Playhouſe. 
* Mr. Dogget. 


n the Devil's 8 there ately did well, 
IA crew of ſuch Whores as was ne*er bred in Hell 
The Devil himſelf he knows it full well, | 
| Which nobody can deny, deny 3 1 
Which nobody can . 


There were e Six of the gang, and all of a blood, 
Which open'd as ſoon as got into the bud 


There are five to be hang'd when the other proves good, 


Which nobody can deny Cc. 


But it ſeems they have hitherto Sav'd all their lives, 
Since they cou'd not live honeſt there's four made Wives 
Ide other two they are not Marry'd but SWw—s, 

| | Which ""_ can a deny Se. 5 


„ 
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The Eldeft the matron of 'tother five Imps, 
Though as chaft as Diana or any o'th Ny mphs 
Let rather than Daughter ſhall want it ſhe pimps, 
Which nobody can deny TH 


Damn'd proud and ambitions both old and the young, 


And not fit for honeft men to come among 


A damn'd Itch in their Tail, and Ring in their Tongue, 


Sing tantarra rara Whores all Whores all 
Sing tantarra rara a all. 


A SONG 


on = 


Fi 8 Hz | 
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Nene it — is for Better for Worſ-, 
Seme count it a Bleſſing and others a Curſe : 

The Cuckolds are Bleſt if the Proverb prove true, | 

And then there's no douht but in heav'n there's enough; 

Ot hon ſt rich Rogues who ne'er had got there, 

Ik cheir wives ha. not ſent 'em thro! trembling and fer. 

e | ome 
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Some Women are honeft tho' rare in a wife, 


Yet with ſcoulding and brawling they'le ſhorten your life, 
Lou ne're can enjoy your bottle and friend, 


But your wife like an Imp is at your elbow' send, 


Crying fie, fie you ſot, come, come, come, come, 
So theſe are unhappy abroad and at home. 


We find the Batchelor liveth beft, 

Tho Drunk or Sober he takes his reſto@ 
He never is troubled with ſcolding and — 
Tis the beſt can be ſaid of a very good wife 
But merrily day and night does ſpend, 
Enjoying his Miftreſs, Bottle and Friend. 


A woman out wits us do what we can, 

She le make a fool of ey'ry wiſe man: 

Old mother Eve did the Serpent obey, 
And has taught all her Sex that damnable way; 
Of Cheating and Cozening all Mankind, 

_ *Twere better if Adm had ftill been blind. 


The poor Man that Marries he thinks he does well, 
1 pitty's condition for ſure he's in Hell, 

The fool is a Sotting and ſpends all he gets 

The Child is a Bawling the wife daily Frets, 
That Marriage is pleaſant we all muſt agree, 
Contater | it well there's none e happier can be, 


48 Se or Ditty, u upon the Farring of the two Eaſt- 


India A ” Mr. Dr. 


HE 5 Ferrer 


fe, 
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NNe Morn as lately Muſing, 
I went to the City to Poll, 


Where Members then were a chuſing, 


I chanc'd to take up a Scrol, 


2 ſtinging Jeſt by my Soul, 


It afterwards happen'd to he, 


For the firſt Words as I unrol'd, 


Were Agree you rich Cuchokis, Agree. 


_ Tho'th Authors Brains did Ramble, = 


The Sence was Po'ynant and ſtrong, 


: I ſvon found by the Preamble, _ 


Tas made of a Trading Throng yg 


That to aſt-· India belong, 


As by the Matter you'll ſee, 


For the Burthen ftill of my Seng, 


| WagAgree ye rich Cuckolds, Agree. 


Their Golden Bags Tncreafing, 
The old Company purſe proud grew, 


Till at laft two Million, raiſing, 


Some others, ſet up a new z 


And they were for Trafficking too, 


And Cheating by Land and by Sea, 
And ſwore they'd t other undo, _ 


| Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds agree. 


Reſol vd to be thought Thriſty. 
They got Subſcriptions lihe mad, 
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Some wrote ten hundred and fifty, 
5 Thouſand more than they had, 
] thought em bewitch'd, by gad 
Or that I ſome Viſion did (ce, 
But the Old to truckle they made, 
Come Agree ye rich Cuckolds Agree 3 


A Thouſand Rogues and Cheaters, 

In Cornbil you'd hear them call, 
The Tories, and the Tubmeeters, 
That rooſted near Leaden-Hall, 

Oh how Cłeapſide too did bawl, 

At thoſe in the Poltery, 

For ſhame leave acting your Dcoll, | 
And Agree ye rich Cuckolds, Agrees 


To the Senate then with Vigour, | 
The Old ſoon after adreſs'd, 
Tho' half were chows'd by the Ti 85 
I hat wondrous politick Beaſt, 
The whilft the unfortunate reft, 
In courſe outvoted muſt be, 
Was ever known ſuch a Jeſt, 


Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, Agrees 


Tho balk'd by this Digreſſion. 
Let moving another Spring, 7 
They made amends the next Seffion, 
And clearly carried the thing, 
To Court, their Caſe, then they bring, 
And reverence made on the Knee, 
5 But the anſwer got from the K —— 


Was agree, ye rich Cuckolds * 


Tho' kept a while at Diftance, 
Yet leaft they ſhould totally drop, 
They got a Legal Exiſtence, 
And then were ſtraight cock a hoop, 
But when the new ones did ftoop, 
The t'other as hutkng would be, 


For 


Come, Agreeto that Miſers, Agree. | 
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For now agen they got up, 
Come Agree, Stubyora Cuckolds, Agree. 


The new with falſe mam Stories, 
Oft which each noddle was full, 
Equipt Sir W, N. 
An Envoy to the Mogul, 
And he did the Collony fool, 
With Tidings that never wil be, 
: Were ere Stockjobbers ſo dull, 
Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, Agree. | 


The old, that knew this Paſſ. ige, 
And what Commiſſion he bore, 

A Jolly Lad, with a Mcfſage, : 

„ Contradict it ſent 0're, 
Another Pocket he wore, _ 

Five hundred Pounds was his pee, 

It ſhould have been as much more, 


Ye Tarring Powers that rule us, 
What fooliſhdoings are here, 
| Whilſt theſe two Factions fool us, 
No honeſt Man can appear, 
No Mayor be choſe for a Lear, 
But that ſome trick in't will be, 
Nor Knight can ſtand for the Shire, _ 
Come Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, ag; 


| What hopes to have free conntes,. 
Whilft you are playing this Game, 
And bribe the Boors and [enants, 
Through Spite each other to tame, 
The Church too Faith has a Maim, 

Whilft Whigs, and high Tories, there be, 
Reform, Reform, then for Shame, 

And Agree, ye rich Cuckolds, Agree. 
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4 SON 


He Caff1lzer was gone, and the Roundhead he was 
Was the greateſt Bleſſing under the Sun; (come, 
Before the Devil in Hell ſally'd out and ript the Placket of 
Ay, and take her Money too, [Letter, 


8 Cot _ ber Maſter = ead, ard ſerd ber wel 
(e0 do. 
Now her can go to 6 Shrewepe erry her Flanning for to ſell, 
Her can carry a creat ſharge of Money about her, 
Thirty or Forty Groats lapt in a Welch Carter, 
Ay, and think her ſelf rich too, 
Chor. Cot bleſs, &c. 


Now her can coe to Shurch, or her can ſtay at home, 
Her can ſay her Lord's- Prayer, or her can let it alone: 


Her can make a Prayer of her own Head, lye with her 
Ay, and ſay a long Crace too. PE (Holy Siſter. 


Chor. Cor bleſs, &c. 


But yet for all the great Cood that you for her have Jone, 
Would you wou d make Peace with our King, and let her 
| (come home 


: Put of the Millitary Charge, Impoſt and Exciſe, 
Ay, and free quarter too. 


„ 


__— 0 


Chor. Then Coy ſhall blefs your Maſter Roundbead, ard | 


( jo ber well to do. 
A 


— * 
* 7 
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reefs 


IMiliag Philis has an Air, | 
So Ingazing, all Men love her, 
But her hidden Beauties are, 
Wonders 7 dare not diſcover; 


So bewitching that in vain 


I endeavour to forget her, 


Stin ſhe brings me bick again, 


And Idaily love her better. 


| Beauty Springs within her pres, 
And from thence is always flowing, 
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Every Minute doth ſurprizz | \ 
Wich freſh Beauty ſtiſl alluring g . * 
Were ſhe but as Kind as Fair pr 
Never Earth had ſuch a Creature; 15 
But I die with Jcalous Care, . In 
And I daily love her better 5 | TO | 
Prince Eugene's Health. 1he Words by Mr, Tho, D'Utfey, 
Ser by Mr. John Barrett, R 


. 


2 


But Tyrannick Diſpoſition, 
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Ou the Glorious Sons of Honour, 
That each Hour your Fames Advance; . 


| Pray take Notice in what manner, 


Lewie prizes it in France, 


In the Rſwieł Chart remember, 


He great Hillium Lawful Names; 


But grown Doating laſt September, 


Loudly Sounds, loudly Sounds up another Fame: 1 


Routs our Trade too, 


And wou'd no doubt Invade too, 


Cou' d he turn the 0glio into Seine, 


Which our Boys in Italy, 
All reſolve never ſhall be; 


| Drink, drink, drink, drink we then a Flowing Glaſs to 
(Prince — . 


i Like the Prat in the Fable, 


As we read in times of old ; 


| Rated from the Satyr's Table, 


For his blowing hot and cold: 


From his own and every Nation, 


Monſieur ſhould be rated ſoz 
Who on every vile occaſion, 
With all ſorts of Winds can blow, 


Sign a Peace too, 


And break it with much eaſe too, 
Take an Oath now, and ftraigh: deny't agen: 
But that this and all that's paſt, _ 
May come home to him at laſt, | 
Proſper may the Conquering Arms of Prince Eu, en: 


By With Deſpotick Reſolution, 


He from Subjects Gold can tear * 


Praiſe be to our Conſtitution. 


We have no ſuch doings here. 


Government in bleſt Condi ition, 


When to juſt Law *tis confin'd ; 


Ne're yet agreed with the Evgliſh kind, 
Whilft Carero, 


Len d with i Galick Nero, 
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Arjou's Crown then unjuſtly wou'd Maintain; 
And th' Imperial Claim controul, 

____ Cheering ftill each Heart and Soul, 
2 Let us ſee the Glaſs go round to Prince Eugene, 


— — 
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D'uUcfey, to à Tune of the late Mr. 4 
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Ew Refo: -mation, begins through the Nation, 
And our grumbling Sages, that hope for "= Wages, 
Direct us the way: 


Sons of Muſcs, then Cloak your abuſes, 


And leaft you ſhou'd trampl on pious 
Obſerve and obey. 

Time frenzy Curers, and ſtubborn Non; jucors, 

Tor want of Diverſivo, now Scourge the — d Times: 


They've hinted, they've Printed, cur vein it profane i is, 


And worſt of all Crimes; 
Dull clod pated Railers, Smiths Coblers and Colliers, 
| Have damn d all our Rhimes. 


Under the Not ion, af Zea for D: vation 3 "2. 
The Humours has fir'd 'em, or rather infpir' Y em, 
To tutor the Age: 


baut if in S-aſon, you'd know the true reaſon; 


The hopes of Preferment, is what makes the Vermin, 
Now rail at the Stage. 

Cuckolds and Canters, with Scruples and Binters; 

The old Forty- one peal, againſt Poetry Ring: 


| Bur let State Revolyers, and Treaſon Abſolvers, 


Excuſe me if I Sing, 


Ihe Rebel that chuſcs, to cry down the Muſes, 


Waoud cry down the King. 


gg ; On 


ge pill to Purge Nlelanc holt. 


Dialogue bewern a Tow Sbarper ame his Ho- N 
fteſs, Sung by Mr. Leveridge and Mr. Pate; Set: 
6575 Mr. Daniel Purcell. 6 
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hai gp. XX Hilſt wretched Fools ſneak up and down, 
VV Play hide and {ek about the Towng 
Depreſt by Debts, and Fortunes frown, 
B!y Duns too kept in awe; 
When ever my occaſions call, 
And *mongft my Creditors I fall; 
l' xe one fine Song that Paysem all; 
ta , la, Cc. „„ 


Laſt. Good morrow Sir, I'm glad to ſee, 
_ Your Humour is ſo drisk and free; 
"hope the better tis for me, 
If you your Purſe will draw: 
Y'have been two Years at Bed and Board, 
And TI, Lord help me, took your Word; 
But now muſt have what here is Scor'd, 
For all your Fa, la, la, la. | 


0 42 5 5 


32 


Pay 


Sharp. 


We'll fit and Chaunt from Morn to Noon, 
No Nightingal in May or une. 
Did ever Sing ſo fine a Tune, 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 


My purſe ſweet Hoſteſs is but lank, - 
But I have ſome thing elle in bank; 


And you at home l kindly thank, 


Wich charming ſweet $91 fa. 


"_ 


As fa, la, Ia, la, la, la, &c. 


Vou take me for an Idiot ſure, . <> 
Will this fine Tune my debt ſecure, 


Or pay my Baker or my Brewer, 
Or keep me from the Law, 


To buy your Shirts there's Mony lent, 
Beſides in Meat and Drink more ſpent 


And can you think I pay my Rent, 


Sharp, 


Hoſt. 


But 1 your fly deſign will balk, 


With fa, Ia, la, Ia, Ia, la, &c. 
u teach thee ſuch a pretty Song, 


1 


Shall pleaſe the Rich, Poor, Old, and Young ; 


Get thee a Husband Stout and Strong, 


Sorne Country Rich Jack-Daw z 
Nay more I'll bring to quit my Scores, 
A crew of Toping Sons of Whores 


Shall Drink all Night and Charm the Hours, 


With fa, la, la, la, Ia, la, &c. 


Ye cenning Rogue this wheedling talk, 
You fancy will rub out my chalk ; 


When you to Jayl I draw; 
Your boaſted Song's a fooliſh thing, (od 
For do but you the Mony bring, 0 
You'll find I can already ting, hs, þ 
Fa, la, la, la, la, la, &c. | | | 


Sharp 


ö 


Hoff. 


Pille 20 Purge Melanc hoh. 


Well ſince Dame Fortune is my Foe 
And that I muſt to Priſon go; 


Let's have a Neat frisk or ſo, 


And then rub on the Law. 
Well ſince you're on the merry Pin, 


And make fo flight the Counter-Gin; 


I'll do't and let the Tune begin, 
With Fa la CG. 


; They Dance. 


D 3 _ 
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Sharp. FE — oft. 


HEE 


1 — 


arp. Has not my Dance ill Hamour Charm' de 
I muſt confeſs my Blood is warm'd. 
And Heart I hope by Love alarm'd, 
5 To laugh ha, ha, ha, ba 
Jou think you've catch'd me now I ſmile, 
No that I'll do at Night dear child, 
Well I'll the Bayliff, ftop a while, 
To try your Fa, la, Sr, n 
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＋* Devil he pul 4 of his Fa: let of FRED 
the Fryer he pull'd off his Cowle, 

The Devil took him for a dunce of the Game, 

| the Fryer took him fora Fool ; 

1 He piqu'd, and repiqu'd ſo oft, chat at laſt, 
be ſwore by the Jolly fat Nuns, 

if Cards came no better than thoſe that are e paſt, 
ah] oh! I ſhall loſe all my Buns, 


. Purge 3 


4 80 NG Sul vy Mr. William Croft. 
Sing the 8 6. lines 10 the 1ſt, Strg 
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H! How ſweet are the cooling Breeze, 
And the Blooming Trees, T 
When into his Bower Love guides —— dora ; 
When we meet there, | 
The Nightingales ling pretty Tales, 
7 Miſtaking my Dear, 
For their Goddeſs Aurora: 
Ge ſſamins and Roſes. 
A Thouſand pretty Poſes; 
The Summers Queen diſcloſes, 
And ſtrews as ſhe walks, | 
Ot ! Venus, oh! how ſweetare the cooling Breeze, 
And the Blooming Trees, 
| When into his Bower Love guides Muſ dora, 
Paſſion, Devotion, 
Hhe gains with each Motion; 
Lutes too, and Flutes too, are beard when he Talks, 
Oh Venus, oh! how ſweet are the cooling Breeze, 1 
And the Blooming Trees, 
When into nis Bower Love  guidl 128 r. 


Toung Guſtavus, or FL King of 3 Health ; 


Dedicated to all the Swediſh Merchants in Lon- 
don. The Words by Tho. DUrtey, to a March = 
f Mr. Jeremy Clark's. 


Tang the I 5. g lines to tte if grain. and the mh to the 40 
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Rink, my Boys, Drink and rejoyce, 
There never was this hundred Years, 
For Europe better Cauſe 3 
The Cear i is maul'd, 
His Foxes hol'd, 
Ea Shoals the Bears do fly; 
Idi clear; 


HHe⸗iis ſneaking here, 
Was flily to be taught of us the Policy of war, 
Yet who'd have thought the Frantick Sot, 
Durſt fall on our Ally 3 Za 
But he's gone, | 1 
He's quite undone, 
His Money and Artillery the Swede has won ; 3 
French Meaſures now will fail, 
And Sp#viſh wont prevail; 
This Action has turn'd the Scale ; ; 
Follow then thou Flow'r of Men, 
The Spirit of thy Anceſtor revive again : 2 
And whilft they how! and rave, 
A Bumper we will have, 
A Health to Young Guſtave, 


111119 


in 


Pills to Purge Aſelanchoh. 5 
A New 1 e from the 2 | 


Petty Parret, lay when 1 was away, 


And in dull abſence pals'd the Day; 


What at home was doing, doing, 


With Chat and Play 
We are Gay ̃ 
Night and Day, 


Good Chear and Mirth renewing z 
1 Singing, ee Singing t all, like pretty, 


1 Poll. 
Was 


50 5 Pill to Pur * Mela ty. 


Was no Fop ſo rude boidly to latrude, 
And like a (awcy Lover wou 4 | 
Court, * Teaze my Lady 
A Thing you know, 

Made for Show. 

Call'd a Beau, 
N-ar herwas always ready, 
Ever at her call, like pretty pretty Poll. 


Tell me with what Air, he approach'd the Fair, 
And how ſhe could with Patience bear, 
All he did and utter'd ; 

Ne ſtill addteſs'd, 
Still Careſs'd, 

Kiſs'd and preſs'd; 

Sung, Pratl'd, Laugh'd, and Flutter. 

Well recely d in all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Did he go away at the cloſe of the Day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay 
In a Corner dodging, 
The want of Light, 
When 'twas Night, 
Spoil'd my ſight: 
But I believe his Lodging, | 
Was within her call, like pretty, pretty. r bol. 


—ͤ 


The ThreeGodleſſs: Or, The Glory of Tunbridge 
Wells. The Words 'by Ar. D'Urfey, made to 
a Tune „ Mr. en, 
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" Eave, leave the drawing Room, 


Where Flowers of Beauty us'd to Bloom, 


The Nymph fated to o cecome, 
Now Triumphs at the Wells; 
Shape, Air, and Charming 78. 


Her Face the Gay, the Grave and Wiſe, 


The Beaus ſpite of Box and Dice, 
Acknowledge all Excells; 
_ Ceaſe, ceaſe to ask her Name, 


The Crown'd Muſes nobleft Theam, 


Whoſe Graces by Immortal Fame, 

Should only ſounded be, 

But if you long to know, 

Look round yonder Dazling Row, 

And who does moſt like an Angel how, 
Lou may be ſure i is _ 


See near the Sacred Springs, 
That cure to fell Diſeaſes brings, 
As Loud Fame of Ida Sings, 
hree Goddeſſes appear, 
. wealth, Glory too Pofleft, 
' The third with Charming Beauty bleft, 
So rare Heaven and Earth confeft, 
She Conquered every where, 
Like her this Charmer now, 
Makes all Loveſick Gazers bow, 
Nay even old Age the Flame allow, 
That Influences all, 
Wealth can no 1 rophy rear, 
Nor bright Fame the Garland wear, 
To Beauty every Faris here, 
Devotes the Golden Ball. 
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1 SONG by 4 Perſon of Honour. Sett to 
1 Mock by Mr . WE 5 


8 e 


| T Noo ; e See s day, 
The * Lady of the My 


ung Cloris Innocent and Ga, ET 


64 Pillsto Purge Melancholy. 
Sat Knotting in a ſhade: 
Each ſlender Finger play'd its part, 
With ſuch activity and Art; 
As wou'd in- flame a Youthful Heart, 
| And warm the moſt decay'd, 


—_ Oc i { 


Her Fav'rite Swain by chance came hy; 
She had him quickly in her Eye, 
Yet when the Baſhful Boy drew nigh, 
She wou'd have ſeem'd afraid, b 

She let her Iv'ry Needle fall, 5 | 

And hurl'd away the twiſted Ball; 
Then gave her Strepbon ſuch a call, 5 

A s wou'd have wak d the Dead. 


Dear gentle Youth is't none but thee ? 
With Innocence I dare be fre: | | 
Zy ſo much truft and modeſty, : 
No Nymph was &er betray'd, 
Come lean thy Head upon my Lap, 
While thy ſoft Cheeks | ftroak and clap; 
Thou way 'ft ſecurely take a Nap, 

| Which he poor Fool, obey'd. 


_ She ſaw him Yawn and heard him Snore, 
And found him faft aſleep all o're; 
She figh'd ——— and cou'd no more, 

Baut Starting up ſhe ſaid. 

Such Vertue ſhou'd rewarded be, 

For this thy dull fidelity; © 
I'll truſt thee with my Flecks, not me, 

— Purſue thy Grazing trade. 


Go milk thy Goats and Sheer thy Sheep; 
And watch all night thy Flocks, to keep 
Thou ſhalt no more be lull'd 2fl:ep, 

By me miftaken Maid, 
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4 Song Set by Mr. Jeremy Clark. 
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Eat 1 
Hite the Lover is thinking 


With my Friend I'll be Drioking, 
; And with Vigour purſue my Delight, 
While the Fool is deligning 

His fatal confining, 


With Bacchus TN ſpend the whole Night, 


With the God I'll be Jolly, 
Without Madness or Folly. 
Fickle Woman to Mary Tinplore, 
Leave my Bottle and Friend, 
For ſo Fooliſh an end, 
When Ido may I never drink more, 


The 


Co. Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


De Comnt:y-Dialogue made by Afr. Tho: D'urfey, | — 

Het by Mir. Daniel Purcel, Sung by My. Peirſon | —: 

and Mrs. Harris at Ars. Mynns's Booth m _ 25 
Bartholomew-Fair, 


* — ——— —B* - 
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Ut T ' There Oxen do Low, 
VV And Apples do grow 3 
Where Corn is {0 en, 
And Graſs is mewa ; 
Where Pigeons do fly, 
And Rooks Neſtle high; 


Fate give me for Life a Place : 


Ste Where Hay is well Cock'd, 
And Udders are Stroak'd 
Where Duck and Drake, 
Cry quack, quack, quack 3 
Where Turkeys lay eggs, 

And Sows ſuckle Pige, 

Oh! there I would paſs my days. 


e On nought we will feed, 
Sh; But what we do breed; 


And wear on our backs, 
He Ihe wool of our flocks; 
Ske And tho' Linnen feel rough, 
Spun from the wheel, 
*Tis cleanly tho courſe it comes. 


He Town follyes and Cullies, 


And Molleys and Dolleys, 
For ever adieu, and for ever; 


Se 
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- Sbe And Beaus that in Boxes, 
| ' Lye ſnugling their Doxies, 
With wiggs that hang down to Bums. 


WH. 2 


die Good b'uye to the Mall, 
The Park and Canal; 
St. James's Square, 
And Flaunters there: 
The Gaming houſe too, 
Where high Dice and low, 
Are manag'd by all degrees: 
_ ke Adieu to the Knight, 
Was bubled laft night, 
That keeps a Blowz, 
And beats his ſpouſe; 
And now in great hafte, | 
To pay what he's loſt, . 
gends home to cut down his Trecs, 
He And well fare the Lad, ä 
She Improves ery Clad, 
Ee That neter ſets his hand, 
To Bill or to Bond, 
She Nor barters his Flocks, 
For Wine or the Pox, 
Io choule him of half his Days: 
He But Fiſhing ard Fowling, 
And Hunting and Bowling, 
His Paſtime is ever, and ever; 
She Whoſe Lips when you buſs em, 
Smell like the Bean-bloſſom, 
Oh he tis ſhall have my praiſe ! 
III. 
He To Tos hers goes, 
Sow'r Apples and Sloes 


A long adieu! 
And fare wel too, 


The 


Sai 


„ 
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The Houſe of the Great, 
' Whole cook has no Meat, 
And Butler can't quench my Thirſt. 
She Good b'uye to the Change, 

Where Rantepoles range; 

Farewel cold Tea, 
And Rattafee, N 
Hide · Park too, where pride - Fg 

In Coaches do ride, 
Altho' they be choak'd with Duſt. 
Ee Farewel the Law-Gown, 
She The plague of the Town, 
Ee And Foe to the Crown, 

That ſhould be run down, 
| She With City-Jack-dawsz 
#5 That make Staple-Laws, 
| To Meaſure by Yards and Ells. 
Ve Stock-Jobbers and Swobbers, 

And Packers and Tackers, _ 

tor ever adieu, and for ever; 
Cho. Ve now what you're ting,” 
Aud home we're both going, 
And 225 Jou oh ring the wy. 


= + — 


4 Health to the Tackers, 


e A1 
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Ere's a Health to the Techem my Boys, 
But mine A—ſe for the Tackers about, 

May the brave Exgliſh Spirits come in, 7 

And the Knaves and Fanaticks turn out: 

Since the Magpyes of late are confounding the State. 
And wou'd pull our Eſtabliſhments down, 

Let us make em a Jeſt, for they ſhit in their Neft 
And be true to the Church and the Crown. 


| Let us chooſe ſuch Parliament Men 

As have ſtuck to their Principles Tight, | 

And wou'd not their Counrry betray 

la the Story of Aſhby and I Kite, 

Who care not a T4, for a Wnig or a Lord, 

That won't ſee our Accounts fairly ſtated, 

For C——H1ne'ce Fears the Addreſs of thoſe Peers. 
Who the Nation of Millions have Cheated. 


The next thing adviſeable i is, 
Since Schitm fo ſtrangely abounds, 


Io oppole ery Man that's ſet up 


By Diſſ-nters in Corporate Towns, | 
For High Church and Low Church has brought us to no 
And Conſcience ſo hubbl'd the Nation, (Church, 
For who is not fill, for Conformity Bill —__ 
Will be ſurely a R — on Occaſi ion. 


The 
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Ow the Pound! is hardFroze, and caud Winter iscome, 


And our Maſter great Vl!y from Holland's got home; 
Now the Parliament Leards are fat down to command, 
]'le gang o'er the Tweed into bonny England; 

I'ſe oft heard of ily in Edinborougb town, 7 
Of his muckle great Deeds and his gallant Renown g 
But I ne'er ſaw his Face yet, nor kiſs'd his fair Hand, 
So Je Sang for that Honour to bonny England. 


5 To ſave us in ſeaſon he croſsd o'er the Seas, 


Turn'd out Popiſh Rats that were Eating our Cheeſe; 3 

Reliev'd us from Rome when we aw were trapan'd, 
Twas veel he came hither for bonny England ; 

He fought for our freedom, and finſh'd the work, 

He rooted out Mals, and He Licens'd the Kirk; 

He Peace too ſecur d, ſpight of ail durſt withſtand, 

For th' profit and honour of bonny Eu land. 


N He vallorouſly, vallorouſly Life did expoſe, 


Then generoully, generouſly guard him from foes 3 3 
Nea mear o'th' Army ſend heam, and disband, 


2.” Deaughty Law makers of bonny England; 


But merry, merry be, very merry ye Ladds of bite-Hall, 


Sing derry, rg down, derry, derry down, derry, derry 5 
doun all; 3 


And to Royal willy take fix in a hand, 
Ye Jolly brave Topers of bonny England. 


PM vr - 
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: : ” SO NG Sett by Mr. Anthony Young. 
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| Once Celia only has the Art, 
5 And only She can captivatey 
And wanton in my Breaſt, 
All other pleaſure I deſpiſe: _ 
Than what are from my Cel:i2's Eyes; 
In her alone I'm Bleft, ; 
| When e' re She Smiles new Life She gives, 
_ And happy, happy who receives; 
From her Inchanting Breath: 
Then prithee Celia (mile once more, 
Since I no longer muſt adore, 
For when you frown *tis death. 
Fall, „„ 
—4 
als 
DO E A 


5 Pills to Purge Melancholy | 


4 SONG. 


Me pe erp Ry 


mt how lovely ſw>ct and dear, 
; is the kin rel: oting Fair, 
Who Reprieve us in D ſpair; 


On! that thus my Nywph wou' 1 fay, 


Come, come m dear, thy cares repay, 

Be Bleſt my Love, been ine today, 
Come, come my dear, thy Cires repay 
e Viet my Loye, be wine to day. 


ñZu—y— —— — — 
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| \ Dvance, advance, advance Car Tenants of the Plain, 


Lond Fc. Fo, l. ud Eccho, oud EG he, 


Advance, .dva".ce, ar vat ce, Gay ! evants of the Plat n, 


Ad van cc, ad val ce, advance Gay tenants ut the Plain, 
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of SON G Sung by Mrs Bracegidle. 
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 Advanc-,a0 vance, advance,Gay Tenants « ot the Pom: 
| L: ud Echo {pread my Voice, 
Lud Eccho ſpłteid my Voice, 


Loud Ech 1 ud Eccho ſpread my Voice, 


2 
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4 SONG Sing by Mrs. . Bra acegirdle. 
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8 Eaſe, ceaſe of Cupid to complain. ; 
Love, Love's a jov ev'n while a pain; 

Oh ! then think! oh! then think? 1 
Oh! then think how great his Bliſſ. s, 
Moving Glances, Balmy K iſſcs, 
Charming Raptures, matchleſs Sweets, 

Love, Love alone, Love, Love alone, 
1 5 Love, Jes _— By pys compleats. 


———— 


4 SO NG Fg 64 Mrs «Brace. 1 
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10 eome ye Nymphs. 7 
Com ve Nymphs and ev'ry Swain, 
Come ic Nymphs and ev ry Swain, 5 
. Ga/area leaves the Main, 
Io reviv: us on the Plain, 
To revive us, to revive us, to revive us on the Plain I 


Come, come, come, come ye Nymphs, 
Come ye Nyn phs and ev 'ry Swain, 
Come ye Nymphs and ev'ry Swain . 

Gaatez leaves the Main, | 
Io revive us on the Plain, 

Io revive us on the Plain, | 
Come ye wy mphs and 1 Swain. 


—_— — 
8 — 


| 4 SONG 2 Mr Jobn B Bare. 
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An ite the Lovely. the joy of her Swain, 

By Jois was Lov'd and Lov'd /pbi. again; 5 
che liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair; 
Their Pleaſure was (qual, and equal their Care: 

No Time. no Enjoyment, their Dotage withdrewg _ 
Bat the longer they liv'd, but the longer they liv ts: 
Still the fonder they ge. 


A Paſſion ſo happy alarm? d all the Plain, 
Some envy'd the Nymph, hut moce envy'd the Swain, 
Some ſwore *rwould be pity their Loves A, 
That the Lovers alone for each other was made: 
But al), all coalented, that none ever knew ; 
A NI mp" yet ſo kind, a Nymph yet ſo kind, 
Oc a Sh-pheard | ſo true. 


Love aw 'em with pleaſure, and vow'd to tale care. 

Of the Faithful, the Tender, the Innocent Pair; 
What either did want, he bid either to move, 

But they wanted nothing but ever to Love: | 

Said, 'twas all that to bieſs em his God-head cou'd do. 
: That they till might be kind. that they till might be kind, 75 
And oy ſtill might be true. 
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Ring out your Cunny Seien, „ 
Bring out your Cunny Skins Maids to me, f 
And hold them fair that I may ſce, | 
Gray, Black and Blew, for the ſmaller Skins, 
Ile give you Bracelets, Laces, * 0 
And for your whole Cunn * 
Here's ready Mony, | | 55 
Come gentle Fore do thou begin, 85 
With thy black Cunny thy black Cunny _m er (il 
And Mary and Fore will follow, | 
With their Silver Hair'd Skins and Yellow, 
The White Cunny Skin I will not lay by, 
For though it be faint it is fair to the Eye, 
The Gray it is worn, but yet for my Mony, 
Give me the bonny bonny black Cunny ; 
Come away fair Maids your Skins will decay, 
Come and take Mony Maids put your Wares away, 
Ha'ye any Cunny Skins, ha'ye any Cunny Skins, 
Ha' ye. any Cunny Skins here to ell. 


„ > 7 
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The Wierd: by Mr. Cloſſold, Sett by Mr. John wil 
brd. 
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Ts N ay piſh, nay pit, nay Pp: Sir what ailes you; Lord ! 


(What! is't you do ? 
T ne'er met with one ſo uncivil as you; | 


You. may think as you pleaſe, but it evil it be, 
I wou'd have you to know, your' miftaken in me. 


You Men now, ſo rude and ſo boiftrous are grown, 
A Woman can't truſt her ſelf wich you alone: 


I cannot but won ler what *tis that ſhou'd move 8 | 
If you do ſo again, I ſwear, I ſwear, I ſwear, 1 ſear, T 
Fen I won't loye ye. 


Fir to Purge Me lanc hoh. 83 
A SONG Ser by Mr. Motley. 


41; 15. 
F Raw Cupid draw: and make fair Sylvia know ;; 
1 DJ The mighty pain, her ſuf ring Swain does for her un- 
p „ — erg; 
Convey this Dart, into her Heart, and when ſhe's {ct on 
Do thou return, and let her burn, lik we in chaſt deſire. 
That by expericoce ite, may leare to pit y ne, | | 
When ere her Eyes, do Tyrannize, o'er my Cpt vity, 


Bur when in Love, we joyntly move, and t nder“ imbrace, 


Like Angels ſhine, and ſweetly Join, to ole are. Hers | ace. 
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A Song, the Words by a Perſon of walit „Ser to Alu- 
0 Mr. Robert Cary. EM L 


| Spend bragg of their Ch, oris, ard ſome of their Phillis; 
1 me cry up their Cælia's, and bright aucli | 
,hus Poets and Lovers their Miſtreſſes dub, 
(--..-- And Goddeſſes fram'd, from the Waſh-bowl and Tub : 
But away with theſ: Fiftions,. and Counterfeit Folly z _ 
| There's a thouſand more Charms i in the Name of my Holy. | 


I cannot deſcribe you her Beauty and wit, 
Like Manna to each She's a Reliſhing Bit; 
| She alone by Enjoyment, the more does prevail, 
| And ftill with freſh Pleaſures, does hoift up your "Sail; 
| Nay had you a Surfeit but took of all others, | 


| One, Look from my Daly your Stomack reco ers. 
| | 4 
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The Franck Lover. : 


Note: ou muſt ſing the firſt 4 lines to the fiſt Strain. 
* i ＋ 2 


G | , Eareft believe me without Reſervation, 
 1V'J What neither Time nor Fate ſhall e're controul; 
Be you but kind and conftant to your paſhon, 
No ſtormy change ſhall e'er difturb my Soul: 
Jealouſie, the bane to Lovers pleaſures, CE 
Far from our Hearts for ever will remove, 
My full Joy, what mortal then can meaſure, _ 
Happy in my charming Muſidara's love. 


When wh a Friend abroad I take a Bottle, 5 

Over your Ta regale with who you can; a 

Or if you find me with a Vizard Prattle, 

Dio you the ſame with any other Man: 

For Chloe's Face when Ogling I ſhew Paſſion, 

'Tis all bat feiga'd, I can ne'er inconſtant be; 

And when at large I tope the red Potation, | 

Twill but more Inflame my Heart with Loye of thee. 
1 | & 1 4-8 
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The Maida SONG, Sung by Dr. Leverigo 
and his merry Andrew Finkanetlo, in, Farewel 
to . Her — * Mr. en. 


X SET 5 


2 are Prope and rer all ſize HA , 


2 8 58 
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1 Fare, Trugmallions, Lords, Lays, So ws, 


= 


Babies, and ow: in m Some = ſome 


ZE Sz 


98 ==: 


Z=E: 


5. lin — terug me — et e. | 


Shoving, with Legions cf Furbclow' - Whores, To = 
| a- 
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: Mares prancing, Boats flying, Quacks lying, — 


f SSD 8 5 


„ plack-ts, Beaſts, Butchers, * Beaus. 


Whores painted, Maak 8 $ tainted, in Tally-mans Fu kurbe 


low'd 


4 
F 4 
Li 
Sh 
+ | 
: 
| 
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F 
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Skipping Clone Triping, = — Smoakin E. : 


e 


— 


Q 


like Spiggot and Tapp; Short 881 Fong ge = 


thus Tiling, and ent. fome yearly, 2 fairly, for 


Fair 


HH ES 
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Wette Pig, Park, 75 2 Clap. 


The A SONG; Sett and * by Mr. 6 
* in a New Pla cat's Farewel to EO, 


EE, Sirs, ſee nere! a Doctor rare, who travels 


8 A == 3 
= TE] = ESE r 


— — w — — — — 2 


much at home | 1 Here take my Bills, take * 280 


HER 


Ro 24 == 7 
= Zo —— 75 
cure all Ils, paſt, preſent, and to comez the Cramp, the 


—— — — | 5 — 


ES 3 diulligrubs, the * Scrubs, and al, all, 1 
al 


— N a 
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all, aß, all, bonds Box; Thouſands 1 ve Liffedted, 


8 15 l 


Thouſand fe & -rected, a ana ſuch Curts effected, as none 


c'er can t ll. Let the palſie ſhake Fe let the Chol- — 


— ——U— — — —— — — — — — 


kh ck rack Je, ler the Criakums break ye. let the Mur-- 


REN. 


SEVERE =P EH 


—— — — — — = 2 77 — — — — — — — — 


— take je; Take this, take this and you are well. 


| Thouſands ce. Come: wits ſo keen, deyour'd with 
Spleen 


= 
li 


Pills to Purge Melancholy, 51 


er = 
| Spleen 3 come Beau's who ſprain'd your Backs, 


= SEES F= 


_ Great-belly'd Maids, old founder'd Jades, and Pepper's _ 


Sl — 


755 


| VizardCracks, 1 fon remove the pains | 


2 — 
a4 


15 Dead. 1 clear the Laſs with wainſ-coat face, and 


from 


— E 5 
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ü — — = = 
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Gu Pim- ginecs free, plump Ladies Red, like Saracen's- 


EE [EEE] 


To's e 


— with toaping Rat. -tafia. RS with a Jick, wy 


. 


— — — — —— — 


uf your work, and ſcour you o'ce and o're, Read 


— — cw - 


By J= = 


Judge and Tel and if you die, never believe me 


_ == EE TE 
5 5 never, never, never, never, 


ne ver ow : more. 


11 
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A March at Stool-ball, the Mord. made to 4 Grand 
5 Mt. Thomas Durtey.. 


„ 


1 


Com Ome al) Scat, ſmall, Hort, tall, away toStoolbally 


ESEERSED 


—— 


Dona M Tn a vale on a Summers day, all the Lads and ; 


1 


44+ 


e 2 


Laſſes met to be Merry'; | 14 and Tom, Hall Dic and | 


— . — — — 


— 2 12 == 


8 Hugh, — Doll. Sue, Beſs and Mos, with Hodge, 2 


_— 
1 


— nnn Prep =p 


Een = == : 


22 — — 


CA 
rde, and Famer, and N 3 but when plump 


+ .Griſs, del Ball in her Mutton Fiſt, once fretted, 


Vw — _— — v—— - 


|= = 


hea 
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de d hit it farther than any; . ering, 


TERA ES 


BE "RIS | HOY e 
*. — 1 — Ge e e — — 


Gaping, ms, . Ss N 


2 255 


—lecnt to reſt em; Hal got Sue, is 29 get ugh, al 


e A 


tcok by turns their Laſſes and Euſs'd em. Jolly 


the _ IN Thee 


7 ðͤ , ß ng We Fe 


== r= == 


| Whooping ; Sun a ring al TO i : by CON 


. ;-p--t---P-- 
N $15 EE 
aht was in with Pez, tho Irecë d like a Turkey Egg, and 
| thc 


= 


— 1170 — 


t i . = 


* 


ſhe as tight as is my Leg, ftill gave him leave to 


WR” 


towze her. Harm then to duty ſwore, her Duggs were 


—— —_ 


Cows are. Tom melancholy was with his Laſs; for Sue 


— n N | ; 6 ; of 55 
1 — = - | ö 
— ' | EY —— | 


do whate'cr he cou'd, wou'd not note him. Some had 


I 


1 BR | | told her, d'ing a Soldier in a party, with Mac- carty, 


cy 


at 


235 ——— — - 
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| Serotum, But the cunning ih nas more kind tv antics 


E 


"bs ef all their Ally, was the ableſt Ringer; 


deft, and winks a at her of all the reſt, and ſ ancer'd her 


FEE 
ZESS:: — === ” 


dy the Finger. Then went the Glaſſes round, 


| then 


_ I — 


EEE 
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on 
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72 "ne == 


—_— — ——— | 
4 L 88 
e ee . 
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— - — — — — 


then went the Lafee down, each IN did h 8 


| Sweet-heart own, and on the Graſs did ging her. 


1 — 
— 5 
X — 


4 SONG in the (Mock Hangs) vow bs dr: 


— Sert by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


4 = =: 225 5 Y 


——— — + - 
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O* how you proteſt and Solemnly ſwear, 
UP Look humble and fawn like an Aſs; 

I'm pleas'd I muſt own when ever I ſee, 

A Lover that's brought to this paſs. 
Keep, keep further off you'r naughty l fear, 8 
I vow 1 will never, will never, will never yeild to't; 
You ask me in vain for never I ſwear, 5 
1 ' never no never, I never no, 
Never 1 never no never will do't, 


For when the deed's done, how quickly you go, 
No more of the Lover remains, . 
In haft you depart, what e er we can do, 
And Stubbornly throw off your chains. 
De ſiſt then in time let's hear on't no more, 
I vow I will never yeild to'r, 
You promiſe in vain, in vain you adore, 
For { will never, no never will dot. 


Jockey”: 


| FE = 5 | * | 3 WEED | 6 8 


Noon 0911: Arniis 


2— Q 


TILL 
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Jockey*s Lamentation. 


Fo ys 8 = : 


FEE === 


0ckey met with Fenny fair 
Betwixt the Dawning and the D. 5. 


And Focley now is full of Care, 


For Fenny ſtole my Heart away 


Altho' ſte promis'd to be truc, 


Yet the, alas, has prov'd unkind, 
Trat which doe make poor oute) rue, 
For Jenny's fickle as the Wind: 


| Ard, "Tis er th: Hills, and far away, 


"Its o'er the Hills, and far aw. y, 
is o're the Hils, 214 ar away, 5 


The . ind bs blow 4 my Plad awty, 


Jocley was a bonny Lad, 

As etre was born in Feotl and f, face: 
Eut now poor Foce is run mad, 

tor Tem 2 caules nis Deſpair; 


6 And 
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Fockey was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love while he was young ; $ 
But all the Tunes that he could play, 
Was, Ore the Hills, and far away, 
And 'Tis, &c. 


When firſt I ſaw my Femy's Face, 

She did appear with fike a Grace, 

With muckle Joy my Heart was fil'd ; 

Zaut now alas with ſorrow kill'd. | 
Oh was ſhe but as true, as fair, 

*Twou'd put an end to my Deſpair z 
But ah, alas, this is unkind, 

Which ſore does terrify my M ad, 
 *Iwas oe the Hills, and far away, 
was 0're the Hills, and far away, 
*Tmas ore the Hills, and far away, 

_ That Jenny flole my Heart away. 


Did ſhe but feel the diſmal Woe 
That for her ſake I undergo, 
She ſurely then would grant Relief, 

And put an end to all my Griet: 
'But oh, ſhe is as falſe, as Fair, 

Which cauſes all my ſad Deſpair yz 
She triumphs in a proud Diſdain, 
And takes delight to ſee my Pain. 

Tig e, &c. 


Hard was my Hap te fall in Love, 
With one that does fo faithleſs prove, 
Hard was my Fate to court the Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray” i; 
A thouſand times to me ſhe wore, 
Se would be true for evermore : 
But oh! alaG with grief I ſay, 
She's ſtole my Heart, and run away. 
"Twas ore, &c. 


001 


| Good gentle Cupid take my part, 


I now muſt wander for her abe, | 


Into the Woods and ſhady Grove, 
From all their Charms I'll fly away, 


There by my ſelf = ling and fay, 


That my poor Heart is gone aftray, 
But if I live this Vow I'll make, 


Jig 0're the Hells, and far away, 
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And pierce this falſe One to the Heart, 
That ſhe may once but feel the I 
As I for her do undergo; 
Oh! make her feel this raging pain, 
that for her love I do ſuftaing 
She ſure would then more gentle ur, 
And (oon repent her COT. 
'Tis ore, &c. 


Since that ſhe will no pitty take, 

And bid adicu to my falſe Love: 
Since ſhe is falſe whom I adore, 

I ne'er will truſt a Woman more, 

And on my Pipe will PI Play, 

Tis o're, &e. 

I'is 0're the Hills and far away, 

Which makes me grieve both Night a - 
Farewel, farewel, thou cruel ſhe, 

I fear that 1 ſhall die for thee 2 

To love no other for your lake. 
'Tis &re the Hills, end f away, 


"Tis o're the Hils, and far away, 


The Wind bas blow'd my Phad away... 
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The Rana Officer; Or, the Merrie Voluntiers. 
Being an Excellent New Copy of Verſes uden Raiſing 


Recruits. To toe foregoing Tune. 


Ark! now the Drums beat up agen, 
For all true Soldiers Gentlmen; s 

| Then let us lift and March 1 ſay, 

Over the the Hills and far away, 

Over the Hills and ore the Main, 

To Flanders, Portugal and Spain, 
Queen Ann Commands and we 1 obey, 5 
Over the Hills and far away. 


All Gentlemen that have a Mind, 


To ſerve the Queen that's good and kind, 
Come lift and enter into Pay, 
Then o're the Hills and far away; 
_ Over the Hills and o're the Main, 
To Flanders, Portugal and Spain, 
| Queen Ann, &c. 


Here's Forty Shillings on the "RY 

For thole that Voluntiers do come, 

With Shirts and Cloaths and preſent Pay, 
When ore the Hill and far 217 ; 

Over the Hills, Se. 


Hear that brave Boys and let us £9, 
Or elſe we ſhall be Preft you know, 
Then Liſt and enter into Pay, 
And o're the Hills and far away z 
Or ce the Hills, Se. : 


| The Conſtables they ſearch W 
To find ſuch brisk young Fellows out, 
Then let's be Voluntiers I ſay, 
Over the Hills and far away; 
O ver the as Ce. 


wh 


Since 


9 
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= Since now the French ſo low are brought, 
2 And wealth and honours to be got, 
Who then behind wou'd ſneaking ſlay, 
When o're the Hills and far away; 
Over, Cc. 2 


a” 


No more from ſound of Drum retreat, 
While Mar/borough and Gallaway heat, 
The French and Spaniards every day, 

When over the Hills and far away, Ce. 


He that is forc'd to go and Fight, 
Will never get true hcnour by 't, 
While Voluntiers ſhall win the Day, 
When o'r2 the Hill and far away; 
Oer, Se.. . ws 


What tho our Friends eur abſcnce mourn, 

We all with honour ſhall return, 
And then we'll ſing both Night and day, 

Over the Hills and far away; _ 
Over, Cc. 6 „„ 


The Prentice Jom he may reſuſe, 

Io wipe his angry Maſter's Shooes: 
For then he's free to Sing and play, 
Over the Hills and far away, Tc. 


Over Rivers, Bogs and Springs, 

We all ſtall live as great as Kings, 
And Plunder get both Night and day, 
When over the Hills and far away, Cr. 


we then ſhall lead more happy Lives  * 
By getting rid of brats and Wives, | 
T dat ſcold on both Night and Day, 
When ore the Hills and far away, GC. 


F 4 = * 
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Come on then Boys and You ſhall ſee, 
We every one ſhall Captans be, 
To Whore and Rant as well as they, 
When o'rethe Hills and far away, G 


For if we go tis one to ten, 

But we return all Gentlemen, 

All Gentiemeu as well as they, | 
When o'ce the Hills and far away, Ce. 


?AMPTON COURT. A SONG. The 
th oras maae oy Mr. D'Urfey, to @ pretty New 


ae made by a Perſon of Quality. 


— 
— — 


Note: roi vf ig the ſiſt 4 line: co the 1ſt. Strain. 


—IÞ 
S 


Where 


a oa. 1 0 
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̃ | 


N Here divine Glorima, her Palace late rear d; 

And the choiceft delignts, Art and Nature prepar d, 
On the bank of ſweet Thames, gently gliding along; 
The Love · ſick Pbilander fate down and thus Sang: 
More happy than yet any place was before. 
Thou dear bleſt reſemblance of her I adore; 
All Eyes are delighted with proſpett of thee, 

Thou charm'ft ev'ry Senſe thou charm'ſt ev*ry Sence, . 
Ah} juſt fo does ſhe, 


As the River's clear Waves, Zephyr ſoſtly does rowl, | 
So her breath moves the Paſſions, that flow in my foul ;- 
As the Trees by the Sun, feel a nouriſhing jyg 
Fo my Heart is tefreſh'd, by à glance from her Eye; 
The Birds pretty Notes, we ftill hear when ſhe peaks; | 
And the ſweeteſt of Gardens, ftill blooms in her Chee ks; 
Flad I that dear bliſs, for no other I'd ſuey - | 
Who eujoys this ſweet Eve, who enjoys this ſweet Eve, | 
las all Paradiſe too EH. 
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A Scotch SO NG, Set by Mr. John Barrett. 


— 


A fooliſh Laſs what mun I do? 
; My modeſty 1 weel may rue, 
Which of my Joy bereft me; 
Fot full of Love he came, 

But out of filly ſhame, 
With piſh and Phco | play'd, 


To muckle the coy Maid, 


And the raw young Loon has left me. 


Wou'd Fockey knew how muckle h lue © 
Did 1 leſs art or did he ſhew 
More nature, how bleaft 1'de be; 

_  T'de not have reaſon to complain, 


That I lue d now in vain; 


Gen he more a Man was, 
Ide be leſs acoy Laſs, 3 
Mad the raw young Loon weele try d me: 
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4 5 ONG in the Comedy calbd (Juſtice Buiſy, or 


the Gentleman. Quack ; ) Sett by Mr. John * | 
_ cles, Sung by Mrs, Bracegirdle. 


1238 TE 22208 1525 
he 


DOES 5 e 


d . 1 


i Joe no ev'ry Morning my Beauties renew z. 
| Where ever I go, 1 have Lovers enough: 


1 drefs and 1 dance ; and 1 Laugh and I Sing; 

a Am lovely and lively, and gay as the Spring: 
: vitit, I game, and I caſt away Care, 

| Mind Lovers no more than the Birds of the Air; 
Jiad Lovers no more, than the Birds of the Air. 
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— — — 


NT Ow my W s regain'd, and 3 Bacchus 1 Swear, 
All whining dull whimſys of Love I'll caſhier, 
The Charm's more engaging in Bumpers of Wine; 
Then let Cioe be Damn'd, but let this be Divine; 


Whilft youth warms thy yeinsBoy,embrace thy fullGlaſſes, 


Damn Cupid and all his poor proſelyte Aﬀes : 
Let this be thy · rule Tom, to ſquare out thy Life, 
And when Old in a Friend, thoul't live free from al litife, 
Oaly enyied * him that is 5 Pagns with a Wife. 


Ms Mr. Sam. Akeroyde. 
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Ar. Dogget' Con untry SONG, in the : (Ringlinn of 
Birds) the Words by Mr. Tho' D'Urfey ; Sert by 


be — 
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_ 
my 
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Metz was as feat a Jade, 


As ere was in our Town; : 
And I a lufty lively. Lad as ere mow'd Clover donn. 
So cloſe three years we ty'd the * | 
Our thumping Hearts went pit a pat, 
| Pit a pat, pit a pat, pit a pat: 
And both ſo pleas'd with you know what, 
We thought of nothing elſe ; 
_ Whilſt ding dong, ding dong, whim wham, 
 __ Whim whams ding dong, ding dong, 
. _ Whim wham, whim wham, whim wham, 
Whim wham, whim wham, whim wham, | 
Whim wham, whim wham, ding, ding, 
ding, ding, dong rung the Bells. 


Our Sugar kiſſes hony words, 
We never thought too much; 
I dare be ſworn no Knights or Lords, 
_ Fer gave their Ladies ſuch, 
To Plough went I, to Spin went ſhe, 
Oh how the Days ran merrily, 
= Merrily, merrily, merrily, 
Our Joy ince greater none cou'd be, 
kame round the Country tells, 
Sing ding dong, &c. 


Rare times were theſe z but ah how 18 
Do Wedlocks Comforts fall, 
The days that then were hony Moon, 
Are Wormwood now and Gall: 
Her Tongue Clacks lowder than a Mill, | | 
No longer do we Cooe and Bill, Eh 
Cooe and bill, cooe and bill, cooe and bill, 
Ent Jangle like two Fiends of Hel), 
Froke out from flaming Cells, and ding Ce. 
Deng — no longer ring the Belle. 
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A scotch SO NG, the Words by Mr Peter Noble, 
5 ne nY Mr. John Wilford. 


e Borg. gau Lads that keens me vcd. 
Lith ye what ye what gued Lock I Tie fund ; 

Moggey is mine own in Spite o'th De'e] 
lIlalone her Heart has won: 

Near St. Andrews Kirk in Lida s 7 own, 
There I'fe, l'ſe met my Deareft Joy; 

Shineing in her Silken Fued and Gows, 

But ne'er acks ne'er ach She proy 4 not coy, 
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Then after many Compliments, 
Streight we gang' d into the Kirk; 


There full weel ſhe tuck the documents, 


And flang me many pleaſing Smirk ; 

Weel I weat that I have gear enough, 
She's have a yode to ride onty 
She's niether drive the Swine nor the plugh, 
What ever does betide ont. 5 | 


— : — 
. ; * — 


A New SONG inthe Play cr (A Dukeand 


no Dake,) Sung by Mrs. Cibber. 


422 
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| TJ amor if you will belive me, 


| 'Tis not ſighing o're the plain; 
Songs nor Sonets can't relieve ye, 
Faint attempts in Love are vain, 
Uicge but home the fair occaſion, 


And be mafter of the field; 


To a pow'rful kind Invaſion, 


Tuere a madneſs not to yeild. 


Tho? ſhe vow's She'l ne'ce permit ye. 


Say's your rude and much to blame; 
And with tears Implor's your pitty, 


Be not merciful for ſhame: 
When the firſt aſſault is over, 


 Chloris time enough will find; 


This fo fierce and Cruel Lover, 


Much more gentle, not ſo kind. _ 


—_— 


A SONG, the Words made to a Tune of the late | 
m. Henry Parcells. -- 
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Runk I was 1aft MN icht that's poſe, 
My Wife began to Scold 

Say What I cou'd for my Hearts Blood, 
Her Clack ſhe wou'd not hold: 
Thus her chat ſhe did begin, 
Is this your time of coming = 
The Clock ſtrikes one, you'll be undone, 
If thug you lead your life 3 
My Dear ſaid J, 1 can't deny . 
But what you ay is true; 
I do intend, my life to mend, 

Pray lends the * to Spew. | 


Fye, you Soft, I ne er can bear, 
To riſe thus e ry Night, 
Tho like a Beaft you never care, 
What conſequence comes by't3 
55 The Child and I may ſtarve for you, 
We neither can have halt our due, 
With grief I find, your ſo uakind, _ 
In time you! break my heart, 
At that I ſmild, and ſaid dear Child, 
I bleive your in the wrong, 
But ift ſhou'd be your deſtiny, . 
I'll fing a merry Song, The 


irn 


3 
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The Guang the DivelSen b Mr. Tho. Wroth. | 


F Met with the Devili inthe ſhape of a Row, 
Then over and over the Sowgelder came, 


I roſe and halter'd him faft by the horns, 


And pickt out his Stones, as you would pick out Coras 1 
Maa quoth the Devil, with that ont he flank, 


And left us a Carkaſs of Mutton that ſtunk. 


I chanc'd to ride forth a mile and a half, 
Where I heard he did live in diſguiſe of a Calf; 
I bound him and gelt him e're he did any evil, 


For he was at the beſt but a young ſucking Devil . 


Maa yet he cryes and forth he did ſteal, 


Ani this was ſold after for excellent Veal. 
ho _ Some 
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Some halfa year after in the form of a Pig, 

I met with the rogue and he lookt very big; 

I caught at his leg laid him down on a log, 
E're a man could fart twice I made him a Hog. 
Huh, huh, quoth the Devil and gave ſuch a Jirk, 
That a Jew was- converted and eat of that Pork. 


In womans attire I met him moſt fine, 
At firſt fight I thought him ſome Angel divine; 
But viewing his crab face I fell to my trade, 
1 mad? him forſwear ever acting a Maid; 
 Meaw quoth the Devil and fo ran away. 
| Hid himſelf in a Fryers old weeds as they ſay; 


1 walked along and it was my good chance, 
To meet with a black coat that was in a Trance; 
I ſpeedily grip'd him and whipt of his Cods, 
*Twixt his head and his breech I left little odds 3 
O quoth the Devil and fo ran away, 
Thou oft wilt be curſt by many a Woman. 


A SONG. 
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hen 1 firſt began to love, 
He was the fineſt Swain 
That ever yet a flock had drove, 
Or danc'd upon the plain: 


Tuas then that I woe's me poor heart, 


My freedom threw away, 


And finding ſweets in every part 


I could not 125 him nay. 


For ever when he ſpake ot ove, 


He wou'd his eyes decline; 


Each ſigh he gave a heart wou'd move, — 


Good faith and why not mine : 


le d preſsmy hand and Kiſs it oft, 


His filence ſpoke his flame; 
And whilft he treated me thus ſoft, 
I wiſh't him more to blame. 


5 Sometimes to feed my flock with his, 


Femmy wou'd me invite; 


Where he the fineft Songs would Sing, 


Me enly to delight : 


Then all his graces he diſplay'd, 


Which were enough I trow, 
To conquer any princely Maid, 
Sodid he me I trow, 


But now for emmy I muſt mourn, 
He to the wars muſt go; 

Is ſheephook to a ſword muſt turn, 
Alack what ſhall Ido? 

His Bagpipe into Warlike ſounds, 

Muft now converted be; 

His Garlands into fearful wounds, 
Oh! what becomes of me 2 
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mag is in loch a faſhian, 
„ ſuch à fame, 
Runs o' re the Nation; 
There's never a Dame, 
Ot hizheft rank or of fame, 
Fir but will ftoop to your careſſes, 


If you do but put home your addreſſes; 


| la 


It's for that ſhe paints and ſhe patches, 


| All ſhe Hopes to lecure is her name Sir. 
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Eut when you find the love fit comes upon ber, 
Never truſt much to her honour, . 
The ſhe may very high ſtand on't, 

ret when her love is aſcendant, 

Her vertue's quite out of doors: 

High breeding, rank feeding, 
With lazy lives leading, 
In eaſe and ſoft pleaſures, 
And taking looſe meaſures : 
With Play-houle divertions, 
And midnight excurtions, 
| 233 Balls Maſquerading, 

| a Nights Serenading, . 

Debauchech the Sex into Whores vis, 
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ou 1 Li: by all that's true, 
More than all things here below; 

With a paſſion far more great, 

Than cer Creature loved jet: 
And yet ſtill you cry forbear, 

Love no more or Love not here. 


Bid the Miſer leave his Ore, 
Bid the Wretched ſigh no more; 
Bid the Old be Young aga'n, 
Bid the Nun not think of Man: 

Jildia thus when you can do, 
Þ:4 me then not think on . 


| Love's not a think of Choice but Fate, | 
What makes me Love, that er you hate 3 
Silvia you do what you will, 

'Eaſe or Cure, Torment or Ein: 

Be Kind or Cruel, Falſe or True, 
Love 1 muſt, And none but you. 
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5 Pose Clemi:e thy Garlands tear, 
| From off thy Widdow'd brow ; 
And bind thy looſe diſheveld hair, 
With Ewe and Cypreſs now: 
And Snce the Gods decreed his years, 
Shou'd have ſo ſhorta date; 
Let thy ſad eyes, pay ſeas of tears, 
a8 tribute to his fate. 


The trees a duller green have worn, 

Since that dear Swain is gon; 
| The tender flocks their paſture mourn, 

And bleat ſadder moaa ; 5 

The Birds that did frequent theſe Groves, 

To happy Manſions fly; | 

And all that once ſmil'd on our Loves; : - 

No ſeem to bid me dye i 
4 9 5 4 
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A SONG. Sett by Ar. Pack. 


IL Arewe! ungratciul Traytor, — 


Farewel my Perjur d Swain; 
Let never injur'd Creature, 


Believe a Man again: | | . = 
The pleaſure of poſſeſſing, Th 
du pales ail expreſſing; ai nM. 
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e Nortaamptonſhire Hea:th, ſet by Mr. Edward 
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\ Put Joys too ſhort a Bleſſing. 
and Lave too long a pain. 

But jors too ſhort a bleſſing, 

And Love too long a pain. 


Tis eaſie to deceive us, 
In pitty of your pain; 


But when we Love, you leave aus, 


To rail at you in vun: 


Before we have deſcry'd it, 


There is no bliſs beſide it; 
But ſhe that once has try'd it, 
Will never Love again. 


The Paſſion you pretended, 
Was only to obtaiaʒ: 
But when the Charm is ended, 


The Charmer you diſ lain: 


Your Love by ours we meaſure, 
Till we have loſt our Treaſure; 


Dot dying 15 a pleaſure, 


When living is a pain. 
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Ere's a health to thoſe Men, 
That go with us again; 


To chuſe Knights who can afford, Sir, 


Io ſerve without Penſton, 
Or other pretenſion, 
But Juft and Right i is the Word, Sir, 


As for thoſe that have pay, 

We have nothing toſayz 

Let the Soldier live * his Sword, Sir 

We're for them that are known, 
To have Lands of their own, 

And Juft and Right i is the Word, Sir. 


Fhou'd we chuſe the Court Tools, 
They will call us all fools ; 
Tho' a double Saint and a Lord, Sir: 
| We are ſure we can truſt, 


Io the Right and the Juſt, 


For Tuft and IE! is the Word, Sir. 


Then take off your laſs fair, | 
To do otherwiſe here, 


Is unjuſt againſt Right and Abſurd, nir: 


| He that leaves but three drops, 
Shall have them thrown in's chops, 
Fot Juft and . is the Word, Sir. 
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SONG. Set by My. Leveridge, Sung by Mr. = 


Wilks in the Comedy cal'd the Recruiting Officer. | : 
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One Fair one be kind, you never ſhall find, 

A_ A Fcllow ſo fit for a Lo rer; 
Come Fair one be kind, you never ſhall find, 
A Fellow ſo fit fora Lover: 
The World ſhall view, my paſſon for you, 

The World ſhall view, my paſſion for you, 
gut never your paſſion diſcover: | 
The World ſhall view, my paſhon for you, The 


The world (hall view, my paſſion for you, 


I ill will Complain, of Erowns and Diſdain, 


Ii pet me a Miſs, that tecciy will kils, 
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But never your paſſion diſcover: 
I Ril) will complain, ot frowns and dicdain, 
Tho” l revel thro? all your Charms, 


Tho' | revel thru” all your Charms: 

hon World ſha!l declare, I dye with deſpair, 
he with deſpair, I dic with deipair, 

When ouly [ die in your Arms; 

_ Whcn only I Ge in your Arms, 
I ſtill aid adore Love more and more, 

But by love t you cance to prove Cruel, 
Fil get ine a Mils, that freely wil kils, | 


1 "his: Atter L tt tak Wa. E Eruel. 
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bare Mighty Love 0 Spare a tv, 
0 That at thy feet for mercy lyes; 
Wh at wou'd thy cruel Godhead have, 
See how he bleeds, ſee how he dyes; 
Upon a noble Cong neſt go, 


1 "An for [thy glory and my peace 

O rake the ſcorntul Celia know, 
IJIꝗ be pains ſhe now regardleſs i lers. 
. O make A 


| Dye all thy Arrows in my tears, | 
And ſubtly poyſon ſo each Dart; 

| That ſpite of all thoſe Arms ſhe wears, 
I he point at laſt may reach her hrart. 
Revenge, revonge the wounds I bear, 
And make our tortunes ſo agrees 


That I may find that cure from her, 


Which ſhe may need as much from me. 
That L&C. 
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1 The Maid * 5 
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1 met a Ma n wich. ook g's 4 
And thus, thus to her 1 urg'd my Song: 
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TH "Twas Summer ſeaſon then, and ſultry weather, 
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Kiſs me ſaid l. She anſwer'd no, | 

And ſtill fhe cry'd I won't, I won't, I won't do lo z 
But when 1 did my Love begin, N 
— ſne good Sir, uu ſhe good Sir, good 0 L live 
in _ 


Which put this fair Maid in a ſweat; 

Said come hither, let us together, 

So try to lay this ſcorching heat ; 
Zut ſhe deny'd, the more I cry'd, 
And anſwerd no, and ſeem'd to goe; 
But when I did my Love beginn, 
Quoth ſhe good Sir, I live in 1% 


To Kiſs this Maiden, then was my intent, 
I felt her hand, and ſnowey breafts 
With much perſwaſion, ſhe ſhew occaſion, 
That I was free to do the reft : 
Then in we went and Six pence ſpent, 
I cxy's my Dear, ſhe cry d forbear; 
But when I did my Love begin, iy 
Quoth ſhe good Sir, I live in 7 MW: 


5 Three times E try'd to ſatifie this Maiden, 
And ſhe perceiv'd her Lovers pain; 
Then I wou'd go, but ſhe cry'd no, 

And bid me try it o're agen: 

She cry d my Dear, I cry'd forbear, 

Let Cer we parted fain wou'd know, 

Where I might ſee this Maid agen, 

Quoth he * Sir, I * in Lyn, 


The 
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3 Auger ! my poor tender heart muft now v ſarrendzr, 
Since Love Such a train of artillery drings's 

Such graces and glories, attend my ſweet Chloris, 

As are able to conquer and Captivate Kings, 

Each lovely feature, of this pure creature, 

Creates a cruel, cruel, crnel, cruel ling ring ſmart ; 

Her bluſhing noſe | is, as red as Role is, 


It's glowing, glowing, glowing, glowing heat inflames 


( my heart. 
The charms of her eyes, what tongue can tell, 


Of which each glance conveys a ſpell ; 


And at diftance they look like two Frogs i ina well: Hey ho; „ 


But oh the balſamick ſcent of her Toes, 
And the near that drops, drops, drops from her noſe ; 
Anda comfortabte gale fr 1 
And ftill I cry in vain, O Love, O Love, O Love, Love, 
Love, O Love, O Love, O Love, Love, Love O Love 
dome eaſe my pain. 
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But her heart alaſs is as hard as a flint, 
Let me dye if I think not the devil is in'tz 
For always upon me ſhe looketh a {quint: Hey ho, 
Vet nature at leaſt has ſerved her right, 

In taking all her teeth ont quite : nes 
That tho” ſhe can bark ſhe cannot bite, Hey ho; 
And indeed for this there was a juſt cauſe, 

For according to blind Cupid's laws, 9 

Love ſhould have neither fangs nor claws, Hey ho. 


—— 


A Scotch Song the words by My John Hallam, 
Sert to Muſick by Mr. John Cotterell, 
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IJ bon the wings of Love my Dear I come, 
No more I will depart from Thee and Home; 
The Dreadful noiſe of Battles now do ceaſe, 
Brave i/illy is return'd with Joy and Peace; | 
The Trumpet ſhrill no more ſhall ſound alarms, 
And call thy Fockey out of thy ſoft arms; oy 
In which I'll Lig and Sleap both day and night, 
And dream of nought but Pleaſures and Delight, 


Each Bonny Lad ſhall with his loving Laſs, 
With Pipe and Tabor trip it on the Graſs; 
With Chaplets gay my Jenny ſhall be croun'd, 

And with her loving Focky dance a round ; 

In Silks and Sattins then my only dear, 

The Blitheft Laſs in 7weedale ſhall appear; 
Thou ſhalt enjoy what e'cr thou doſt defire. 
And in each others arms we will expire, 
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Song Sett ond Sung by Mr. Leveridge, at the 


7 þ eatre Royal. 
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Tool: | was thy ſighs forbare, 


Nothing can her paſſion move; 
Celia with a careleſs Air, 


Laughs to hear the tales of love; 3 
Darts 
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Darts and flames the nymph defyes, 

Toys which other hearts beguile; 
Pleaſure ſparkles in her eyes, 
Gay without an am'rous ſmile, 


Celia like the feather'd Choir, 
Ever on the wing tor flight; 
Hops from this to that defire, 
Flut'ring fill in new delight: 
Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent ſhe's the ſame g 
Talks of love like you or I, 
But beleiv'ft an empty name. 
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Always eaſy never kind, 
When you think you bave her ſure; 
-. Such: a temper: you wil find, io 0h: 
i) 1ick to wound, quick to wound, quick to weund, buy 
ſluw to cure. %%% pr ng 
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A SONG Set by My. Berenclow. 
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7" Ake not the fir cefuſal in, 

Tho' now ſhe wont, anon 1 in; 

Tho' now ſhe wort, anon ſhe Will; 

Take not the firſt refuſal ill, 

She were nota Woman if he knew, 

One moment what the next the'd do, 

She were not a Weman ir ſhe knew, 

One moment, one moment what che next ſhe'd do. 
If you"! have patience mi be kind, kind, hell be kind, 
_ To day nc'er knew to morrow's mi nd, | 

Wait Ul you find her in th: cue, 

If you don't atk her, aſk or; ſhe, ſhe”! ask you 


1 1112 


A, oo. 1 1 07 


£m 7 5 a ' 


1119. 


— 
— — 
— — 
— 
— 


id, 


| Bills to Purge Melancholy. 


A New SONG, the Wards by Mr. J. C. Sen 
to Muſick by Dr. Prettle. 
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\TO Phyllis, tho' you've all the charms, 


Amb tious Woman can deſire; 
All Beauty, Wit, and Youth that warme, 
Or lets our fooliſh hearts on fire; 


Net 
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In vain to make a ſlave of me; 
You ne'er ſhall re-engage my heart, 
 Revolted from your tyranny. 
You neer ſhall re-engage my heart, 
Revolted from your . 


When firſt 1 ſaw thoſe dang'rous eyes, 


They did my liberty betray . 
But when I knew your crucities, 

I inatch't my ſimple heart away: 
Now I defy your ſmiles to win, 
My reſolute heart, no pow'r th'ave got ; 
 Tho' once l ſuck'd "their povſon in, 
Ve Our rigour prov 4 an antidote. 
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Let you may practice all your Arts, 
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— 


FEED 8 2 


2 el Ef 


122 


| 788 


> 


44 


e 1 


Gn ln 


COR] 


. 


W | 


RAGE Wo 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


Old beaus an no doers, 


So doughty ſo gouty, 


So uſleſs and toothleſls, 
Your blindneſs cold kindneſs. 


Has nothing of Menz 


Still doating or gluating, 


Still tumbling or fumbling, 
Jill hawking ftiil hauling, 
You Aath in the ban: 


Unfit like old brooms, 


Fot {weeping our rooms, 


You're ſunk and you're ſhrunk, | 
Then repent or look to't, | 


In vain you're ſv upiſh (in vain you're fo upiſh) 


You're down evry foot. 
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4 SONG. 


Note: Tou muſt * 3 lines 2 the firſt Strain. 
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15 be merry bl th and. joly, 

Stupid dulneſs is a folly; | 
is the Spring that goth invite ue, 
Heark the chirping birds del z ht 15: 
Let us dance and raiſe or Voices, 
Fvery Creature now re joyces; | 
Ayrie blaſts and ſpringing fowsre, 


Verdant coverings plealant ſhowers ; 


Each playes his part to compleat this our 107. 
And can we be ſo dull as to wt eh 


Here's no fooliſh ſarly Lover. 

That his paſſions will diſcover; 

No conceited foppiſh Creature, 

That is proud of Cloaths or leature: 

All things here ſ-rene and free are, 

They'r not wiſe, are not as we are; 

Who acknowledge Heavens bieſſings, 

In our innocent careſſings. | 

Thea lzt vs Sing, let us dance, let us play, 


Lis che time is allow'd. + Tis the Month of Mas. 
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Leſs mortals bleſs the chearing light, 
T hat flow's from Celia's eyes; 


For never did a Star fo brigh:, 


In beauteous Heaven riſe- 


And whilſt a Crowns uneaſie weight, 


And all the mighty toyles of ſtate; 


She ſottned with her charms. 
Bless the happy monarch in her Armes. 


Who lives that does not yield to love, 


And oft his joys renew 3 | 
And yet how few in Kings approve, 
What they themſelves purſue: 


The murmuring Crowd themſclves afford, 
The pleaſure they deny their Lord 

Thou Love is Empires dower, 

Io recompence the ſlavery of Power. 
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A Scotch SONG Sett by Mr. Richard Brown: 
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| Ta :key loves his Moggey nir 
He gang'd with her to Perth fair; 
There we ſung and pip'd togetber, 
And when done, then down I'd lay her: 
I fo pull'd her, and ſo lull'd her, 
Both oerwhelm'd with muckle Joy; 
Mog. kiſs d Focke), Fockey Moggey, 
From long night to break of day. 


I told Mop, twas muckle pleaſing, 
Moggey cry'd ſhe'd do again ſuchy 
] reply'd Ide glad gang with thee, 
But 'twould waſt my mickle Coyn mock; 
She lamented, 1 relented, | 
Both wiſh'd bodies might increaſe; 
Then we'd gang next year together, 
And my Pipe ſhall never ceaſe. 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


A300 NG Sett by Mr. John Weldon. 5 


— ences 


8 thy hopeleſs paſſion e | 


Perpird Celia Loves another; 
In his Atmes | ſaw her Lying, 
Panting, Kiſſing, Trembling, Dying; 


There the Fair deceiver Swore, 
As once ſhe did to you before. 


Oh ! aid you when She deceives me, 
When that Conftant Creature leaves me 3 - 


ths Waters back ſhalt! fly, 


And leave their 0uzy Channels dry; 


_ Turn you Waters leave your Shore, 
[-- For perjur'd Celia loves no more, 
H 
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ASO N G in the Wonders of the Sun, or the Kingdom 
1 rhe Birds, by Mr. D'Urfey. 
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Ince now the World's turns 11. doun, 
| And all things chang 'd in Nature; 
As if a doubt were newly grown, 
We had the ſame Creator ; 
Of \ncient Modes and former ways, 
'n teach ye, Sire, the manner 
In good Qzeen Beſſe, Golden days, 
When I was a Dame of Honour. 


1 had an Ancient Noble Seat, | 

Tho' now 'tis cone to Ruin, 

Where Murron, Beef, and ſuch good Meat, 
Ja th' Hall was ey cicving ; : 
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Of humming Beer my Cellar full, 
I was the yearly Donorz | 
Where toping Knaves had many a pull, 
When I was a Dame of Honour, 


My Men of Home-ſpun honeſt Grays, 
Had Coats and comly Badges, 


They wore no dirty ragged Lace; 


Nor e're complain'd for Wages : 


For gaudy Fringe and and Silks Och' Town, 


1 fear'd no Threating Dunner, 
But wore a decent Grozram Gown, 
When I was a Dame of Honour - 


1 never thought Cantbarides. 
ingredient good in Poſſet; 

Nor ever Stript me to my Stays, 

Io play the punt at 54% :; 


In Kataſia ne er made deboach, 


And many a Nomi Noſe I rap'd 


Nor reel'd like toping Gunner; 


Nor letting Mercer ſciz⁊e my Coach, 


When 1 was a Dame ot Honour. 


1 ſtell preſery'd my Maiden fame, 


In ſpite of Oaths and Lying; 


Tho' many a long chin! Youngfter came, 


And fain would be enppying. 


My Fan; to guard my Lips I kept, 


From Cd's lewd'er runner, 


When I was a Dame of Honour, 


My Curling Locks, I never bought, 


Of 


Of Beggars dicty Daughters, 


Nor Prompted by a Wanton thought, 
Above knee ty'd my Garters z 
I never glow'd with Painted Pride, 


Like Puak, when th' Devil has won her, 


Nor prov'4 a Chate, to be a Bride, 


Wnen I was a Dame of Honour. 
& T2 | 
7 My 
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My Neighbours ſtill 1 Treated round, 
And Strangers that came near me: 
The Poor too always welcome found, 
Whoſe Prayers did ſtill endear me. 
Let therefore, who, at Court would be, 
No Churle nor yet no Fawner 
Match in Old Hoſpitality, 
Queen Beſſes Dame of Honour. 


A SONG m the Wonders of the Sun, or, the King. 
dom of the Birds, 6y Mr. D'Uufey; To the Tune 
of the Farring of the to Eaſt-India Conpames, 
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NE are theſe Ideots doing, 1 
VN That daily their Feuds advance, | 
As if they were puſu ing, 
New Ways to favour France, 
For ſhame g've over your Dance; 
Jour National Danger (ce; 
Nor longer forfeit your Scuſe, 
But agree, ye raſh Britains, agree, 


Whilſt firange and trivial Reaſons, ke 
The Whimſical Brain allures, 1 
You loſe the Happy Seaſon, 
hat ſhould encourage your Powers. 
The Monſicur is at your Doors; 
And f he received muſt be, 
The >hame and Scandal is Yours: _ | 
Then agree, ye Raſh Britains, agrees. 98 


mad I — — 


Ye Soaring High-flown People, 
In Politicks ſo profound; 
_ You Climb ſo high va your Steeple, 
It makes your Brain turn round. 


Can 


es, 


Con 
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Conſider how you loſe ground, 


if Foreigners Maſters be; 
Whilſt you with Maggots abound, 
Then agree, Silly Britains, agree. 


And you whoſe (cnſcleſs Jargon, 


Contentious Night and Morn, 


Declaims againft an Organ, 


As twere a Sowgnelders Horn. 


Let Concords Power adorn 


Your Hearts, if wiſe you'll be 
Nor longer merit a Scorn, 
Lut agree, Silly Britains, agree, 


'Tis known you are richly. Landed, 
and you bave à Place at Court: 

And you the Bank have Commended, 
And you have Two Ships in Port 3 5 

Yet ſtill ve reaſon Retort: 

4s if ye ruin'd muſt be, 

Tis all rank Folly iu ſhort; 

Thea agree, Silly Britains, agree, 


Religion's Cafety doubted, . | 
Still makes ihe Nation groan, 


You make 1uch >tir> about it, 


Some wile Heads thiuk you have none 


But all is for Imereſt done, 


As faith it likely may be, 
Let that Point ftated, be known, _ 
And agree,ye raſh Britains, agree, 
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J Ray now Torn let Jug prevail, 
D'vf tat Sword, and take a Flaile, 


| eure and Blows w ch icorching Heat, 


Wein abroad, be all you'll get. 
Zooks y are mad, 
Ye ſimple Jade, 


Begone, and don't prate. 


H uſew. 


HFouſew. 


| [ener 21, 


How, think ye I ſhall do 

With Hob and Sue, | 
And all our Brats, when wanting YOu, 
When t am with. Plunder, 

Thou my gain ſhalt ſhare Fug. 


Will b- but ſmall 1 fear, 
When bold Dragoons have bin Pickering there, 


And the Flea Flints the Germans ſtrip'em bare: 
Mind your Spinning, 


M-nd your Linnen, 


Look to your Cheeſs too, 


Your Pigs, and your Geeſe tod. 
Ne No, 
1] ramble out with you, 
Blood and Fire, 
If you tire, 
Thus my Patience, 
With Vexations, 
ad Narrations : 


Thymping, Thumping | is the fatal Word FO | 


Op Huuſew. 
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HFlouſew. | 


1g%6 47. 


: Houſer, | 


| gran. 
Hou ſew. 


Ign0r 01. 


Fhuſew. 
gn. 


Houſew. 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
Do, do, 
i am good at Thumping too, 


 MorÞy]1-au, 


That Huff ſhall never do, 


Come, come 7Fobn, let's Buſs and Friends, 


Thus. ii} thus. Love's Qracrel ends; 
I my Tongus ſometimes let run, 


But glas I ſoon have done, 
is well you py'are quaſht, 


You'd «elſe been Thraſht, 
Sure as my Name's Jobn. 


Yet, fain I'd know tor What, 


Ware al! ſo hot, | 
To go to Fight, where nothing's got: 


Grow Great. 
Y-r want both Drink and Mea“, 


and Coin unleſs the Yun per'd Frer.ch you hs. 
Ah! take Care ob, ke Care, and Learn more 


Wit, 


Dare you Prate ſtill, 
At this race fill, 


An like a Ve- min, 


Gru“: 5 n.) vreferment. 


Voten bz. or Lt a Wooden Leg. 


Nay. if B. w ng, 
Cateruav ig z 
Titcle, tatcle, 
Prittle, Prattle, 

Still nuft Rettte, 


In 5-go0n, and Straight Wande Faiths 


Do, 133, 
And io {hall £790 and Fu 


Jig too, and all the rapiged Crew, 


Fortune will be kind, and we ſhall then grow | 
[ great too. 


The | 


v<S a— 


Jo \TH91 


QT| | 1 
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He Jally, Jolly ere, = 
That comes whiſtling through the Trees, 


From a—ll the blitsful) region brings, 


Perfum—s upon its Spycy \ wings, 


With its wa—nton motion, curling, 
_ Cur-ling, cur-ling, cur-ling,the cry ſtal Rills, 
Which down, down, down, down the Hills, 


Run, run, run, run, run, o'er Golden grayel purling. 


A SONG on the Fans Bowl. To the forego- 


. * Tune. 


He Jolly, Jolly Bowle, 
I That does quench my thirſty Soul, 
When a— the mingling Juice 15 thrown, 


Per -tu--m'd with fragrant Goar Stone: 


With its wa—nton Toaſt too, curling, 
Curling, curling, curling, curling the nut-brown Riles, 
Which down, down, down, dowu by the gills, 

Ru—n through ru—by Swallows purling. 
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A SONG in the Comedy calldthe BITE R, Set 
by Mr. ] un Eccics, and 5 any by Mr Cooke. 


_— — — 


5 W_ 5 5 j 


Hoe Bluth't and Frown'd and Swore, 
And puſht me rudely from her; 
T call'd Eg Faithleſs Jilting Whore, 
Io talk to me of Honour: _ 

But when 1 roſe and wou'd be gon, 

She cry 'd nay whither 80 ye; 
Young Damon ſaw. now we're a "lone, 
Do, do, do what you will, do what you will with « Cbloe: 
Do what you will, what you will, what you will with Chloe, | 
Do what you will, what you will, what you will with E bloe, 


The 
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Ou've been with dull Projoe ©. here bantor%d ſo long, 
They Sign'tv mth 16g, or fs than à Song: 
To fing you a Ballad, this func butt eat; 

For Sound has oft nickt vou. wh vote ccub' nut bit. 
Then Ladies be kind 20d Gentlemen : d; | 
Wit Capers, play Sharps, „u Bullies, i ame Cl 1758, 
Sow Grumblers, Wenc Finbles wen wry Man : 
Mobb'd Sinners in Pinr. 5. n Fop ers: B-ech-Ho, bers, 
High- Flyers, Pitt-Plʒ̃c e frills \ | 
Lou rc all in Damnativ Ju'rz alli Damn oy for L=-al- 


MS - 


15 g the Van 


Ye Side- Box Gallants, w om the Vulgar cal! Beaus, 
Admirers of cle, aach o Judges ot Cloths; 
Who no the War's over. crols bold the Main, 
Yer nder (were at Sieges leis at Cair pi-gne, 
Spare Won the tage, Lovs in every Ag; 


Tous, Tattles, V. Ra tics, Fan- Tearets, Ma k. W 


Oh S a frer:, Love Boat e wholet up for Truth : 

_ Young Graces, Black hac, ſume Faded, ſome Jaded, 
Old ii tiers, and others, who've yet a Colts Tooth; 
See k act chat in Winter, you'd all act in Loucb. 


on Galtery Haunters, who love to lye ſnug, 


And maurch Apyics or Cakes, while ſome Neighbour 5 
[you hugg; 


Ye Lofties, G=-ntertils, who above us all fit, 
And look don with Contempt, on the Mobb in the Pit, 
Here's what you tike beſt Jigg. Song and the reſt; 


Frec Laughers. Cloſe Gaffers, Dry Jokers, Old Soakers 3 ; 


' Kiad Cozens, by Dozens, your Cuſtoms don't break: 
Sly Spouſes with Blouſes, Grave Horners, in Corners; 
Kind No-wits, fave Yoets, clap till your Hands ake, 
And tho the Wits Damn us, we'll ſay the Whims take. 5 


1 


rh 
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4 SONG Sat by Ay. John Eccles, and Sung 
b Ar Gouge, in the Farce call'd (Women will 
= their Wills. ) | 
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Rr 3 pretty, pretty, plakog Form, 
Does my happy, happy, happy happy Fancy charm: 
Her prittle- Prattle, tittle-tættle 's all engage ing, moſt o- 


Loliging; 5 


Whilſt 'm preſſing, claſping, kiſſing, 
Oh! Oh! how She does my Soul alarm : 
There is ſuch Magick in her Eyes, 
Such Magick iu her Eyes, in her Eyes, 
Does my wond' ring Heart Surpriſe : 
Her prinking, mim ping, twinking, pinking 
Whilſt I'm courting, tor tranſporting, 
Ho like an Angel She Jong To, "__ ting. lies. 


| 
[ 

| | 
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A Song in the Lows of Mars and Venus, Satt by 
A. Eccles, ——— by Mrs. Hodgion, 5 


ah þ . 6 — g 


; 1 
f 8 - 
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0 meet her 1 the Onan of Love. | 
Comes here adorn'd with all her Charms; . 
The Warriour beft the Fair can move, 
| And crowns his toils in Beauty's arms: 
The Warriour beſt the Fair can move, 

And crowns his toils in Beauty's arms. 
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2 in the Loves of Mars and Venus, Sett by 


; 


_—_—— = rtr. 
E C7 42. 5 5 


Ar. YJ Eccles, Sung by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


5 A K 5 


2 wo nw wy woos ww 


Ly, fly ye lazy Hours, haſt being kim here, 
Swift, ſwift as mu fond wiſhes ae; --. 
Where Love, ant Love co rage, 

Ev'ry moment ſeem an age: 
When we Love, and Love to rage, 


. ry moment ſcems a an age. 


mT ; 


i 
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4 Scotch $0 NG. Sung by Mrs. Ballden, 


OT * e — 
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H! my Panting, panting Heart, 
Why ſo Young and why lo ſad; 


Why does Pleaſure ſeem a Smart, 


Or I wretched while I'm Glad? 

Oh { Lovers Goddeſs, who wert form'd, 

From Cold and Ic ye, Icye Seas; | 
Inſtrutt me why I am thus Warm y 

and Darts at once can | Wound and Peale, 


170 Pills to Purge Melancholy, 
A SONG on Ladies Drinking, 


—— | 


$I 
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Each touch of her Lip, makes the Wine ſparkle Higher, 


Pills to Purge NMelunc hoh. 17 


2 8 


Hilſt Phillis is Driaking: Love and Wine i in alliance, : 
With Forces United, bids teſiſtleſs defiance z 


And her Eyes by her Drinking, redouble the Fire; 
Her Cheeks grow the Brighter recruicing their Colour; 


As Flowers by ſprinkling revive with freſh Odour 3 
Each Dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing, | 
And the Liquor line Oyl makes the flame more enduringe 


— — — — a — — 


The "ry SONG ow by Mr. prince in the | 
e in the Mit ) : 
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II O long, how long ſhat! I pine for Love, 
= How long ſhall I Sue in vain, 
How long, how long like the Turtie Dove, 
Muft J heavily thus complain 2 
Shall the Sails of my Love ftand til, _ 
Shall the grift of my hopes be unground? 
Oh fye, of fye, oh fye, oh tye let the Mill, 
Let the Mill go round, let the Mill,let the Mill go round. 


— 


. ) ITS CH CDG _— 
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Uſt comeing from Sea, our Spouſes and we, 
Wie Punch it, we Punch it, we Puch t; | 
We Punch it, we Punch it a Board with Couragio, 

We ding Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks we fei 

And Hay, hay, hay, hay, hay my brave Boys Bonviagio, 

We Sing Laugh and Cling, and in Haramocks we [wing ; 
We Sing Laugh and Cling, and in Hammocks we (wing, 

And hay, hay, hay, hay, hay my brave Boys Bonviagio. 


ky: mo 
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ASON G Sett wh Mr. Daniel Purcell, and Ss ung 
at the Theatre Ro 92 ai in Drury- Lane. 
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Con, make your Virg'ns tender, 

Make em eaſy to pe won 'B 

Let *<m preſently ſurrender, 
hen the treatys once begun 

Such as like a tedious wooing, 

Let e'm crue! Damſels find; 

But let ſuch as wou'd, as wou'd be do! ing. 
Prithee, prithee, prithee Cup: ma! ar em Lit 
Prichee, Prithee Cupid make cm king 


A Scotch Song ſung by Mrs. Willies at Ge Theatre. 
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knen vou u ho come: ht re, 
Ihe Laird of a0 the clan; 
WI om Ide Love but fes 
Be cauſe a muckie Man : 
But what if he's vreat, 
He deſcends fron” his State's 


And receive him, CeCELVE kim a8 a can. 


Cans my Bony Bli ich Lads: 
Shew your beft Lukes and Plailsz 
Our Laird is here, | 

Whom we ſhou'd Love: 

and who ſhou'd approve, 
Our reſpect as weel as fear, 
Fot the Lal, d 13 here „hom We 


Love and fear. 
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133 4 SON G3 in the Comedy caid Love betrad, Sung 
N Mrs. 8 Ser by Mr. John Eccles. 
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Ff I hear 0rings Swear, 

1 She cures my Jealous Smart; 
It T hear &arde Swear, © 

She cures my Jealous Smart: 

The Treachery becomes the Fair, 
And doubly fires my heart; 

The Treachery becomes the Fair, 
And doubly Fires my Heart. 


Beauty's ſtrength and Treaſure, 

In Falſhood ſtill remain; 

_ She gives the greateſt pleaſure, 
That gives the greateft Pain: 
That gives the greateft Pain, 

he gives the greateft pleaſure ; 

She gives the greateſt pleaſure, 
That gives the greateft Pain 3 

She gives the greateſt pleaſure, | 

She gives the greateft Pleaſure 3. „„ | 

That gives the greateft Pain, | | 

I (That gives the gteateſt Pain. 55 4 
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4 Scotch SONG Sung by Ar. Leveridge the 


words by Mr. D'Urfey. 
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Areweel] my Bonny, bonny witty, pretty Mozyys 
And aw the Roſie Laſſ-s, milking on the Do«n 
A die the Flowry Meadows, lat? ſo dear to Fockey, 

The ſports and merry glee, of Edinborough Town, 
Since French aud Spaniſh Loons, ſtand at Bay, 

And Valliant Lads of Britain, hold e'm Play; 
My Reap-huke, I mun throw quite away, 
And Fight to, like a man. 

Among em for our Royal Queen Amre. 


Each Carle of viſt mettle Battles, | like A Dragons. 
The German waddles and ſtradles to the Drum, 
The Italim and the hutterd bowzy Hogan Mogan, 


Gud feth then Scottiſh Fockey may not ligg at Home : 


For ſince their ganging to Hunt Renown, 


And ſwear theyle quickly ding the Monſieur Down ; 5 


Tee follow for a pluck at his Crown, 
Io ſhew that Scotland can, 


Excell e'm for our Royal Queen Anne, _ 


4285 


n 
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T.. velcome from Vigo, 
And Cudgelling Don Diego, 
With Bouger Raſcallions, _ 


And Plundring the Galloons; 


Each Briſk valiianc fellow, 
Faught at Rodondello, 
And thois who did meet, 
With the New found Land Fleet. 
Then for late ſucaH]:s, 


Wich 1 ope Cont if-s, 


At Lau by our galiant Commanders, 
„he Du 15 in ſtrong Beer, 


Snou'd b= drenk tor ons year, 
With their G nc; ls Health, in Flanders, 


F 182 
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- Set by Mr. John Eccles, Sung by Mrs. Hodgſor: 
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__ dye Amurilis . to greixe, 

| ty, fy, fy, fy, ceale, ceaſe to greive, 

Fy, fy, fy, fy, ceaſe, ceaſe to greive, 

„ For him thou never can'ſt retreive; 
W Witt thou ligh for one that fly's thee, 
2 Wilt thou lich or one that fly's thee, 

— No, no, no, no, no, nv. no, no, Scorn the wretch, 
| Scorn the wretch, that Love deny's TY 

Scorn the wretch, {corn the wretch, 

That Love, that Love deny's thee. 


Call Pride to thy aid, and be not afraid, 
Of meeting a Swain that is Kind; 
8s Handivm: as he, n:rhaps he may "my 
At leait, at len! 't 2 more Generous Mind: 
| As Handſome as he, perhaps he may be, 
At leaſt a mort Genztous Mind, 
At leaſt a more Grnerous Mind. 
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1 by Drs. Harris, 5 


1 


Tis, 


| || 44 


Bur au, all, all, all, all all the joy 
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Et not Love, let not Love on me, on me beſtow, 
Soft diſtreſs, ſoft diftreſs and tender woe z 
I know none, no, no. no, none but ſubſtantial Bliſſ- „ 
=ager zlances, Caper Glances, ſolid Kiſl-s; 
I know not K hat the Lovers feign, 
Or finer Pleaſure mix't with Pain; 
Then prethee, prethee give me gentle boy, 


None of thy Grief, but ald, all, all, all, but all, all all, all, 


Call, all che vy. 


Bat all, all, al, all, all, all the joy. 
15 Pietdee give me, prethee give mz gentle Boy, | 
None of thy Grief, but all, all, all, all bat all, all, all, all, 


U all, all, the} joy, 


4 
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A SONG Sung at Richmond New Wells, the 
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Words by M. S. Sett by Ar. PO 
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A xelia now one Moment loft, 
A thouſand ſighs may after coſt; 

Deſires may oft return in vain, 

But Youth will ne'r return again. 

Deſires may oft return in vain, 

But Youth will ne c recurn again- 


The fragrant Vicia which do adorn, 


The glowing bluſhes of the morn 3 


By Noon are vaniſh'd all away, 
Then let's Aurelia live to day. 


Love's 


„ the 
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Love's Conqueſt. 
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s unconcern' d and free as Air, 
A I did retain my liberty; | 
Laugh'd at the fett-rs of the Fair, 
And ſcorn'd a beauties flave to be : 
Til your bright eyes ſurpriz'd my heart, 


And firft inform d me how to Love; 


Then pleaſure did invade each part, 


Let to conceal my flame I Kore. 
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As Indians at a diftance pay, 
Their awful reverence to the Sun; 
And dare not till he'l] bleſs the day, 
Seem to have any thing begun: 
Thus 1 reft, till your ſmiles invite, 
My Looks and Thoughts I do conſtrain; 
And tremble to expreſs delight, 
Ualcſs you pleale to eaſe my pain. 


— O_—C 
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4 SONG in the Comedy calbd (The Old Batchel 
lour, Sett by Mr. Henry Purcell. 
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A S Amoret and Thyrfgs lay, 1 
f * \> Amoret ard Tbyrſis lay; [ pla, 
M ming, melting, melting the hours in gent 
_Jexrr ng, jo ning, joyning Frces, mingling kiſſes, 
Ming ug kifles, mingling kiſſes, and exchanging 


He tr-mhling cry'd with eager, eager haſt, 


Let me, let me, let me teed, oh! oh! let me, let me, | 
Let me, let me feed ; oh! oh! oh! oh! let me, let m 


lllet me, let me feed as well as tal 
1 dye, dye, dye, I dye; dye, I dye, 
I dye if I'm not wholly bleſt. 


The fearful Nymph reply'd forbear, 
I cannot, dare not, muſt not hear; 
Deareſt Tbyrſi, do not move me, 

Do not, do not if you Love me: 
O let me ſtill, the Shepheard ſaid, 
But while ſhe fond Refiſtance made; 
The haſty joy, in ſtruggling fled. 


Vex'd at the pleaſure ſhe had mis d, 
She frown'd and bluſh'd, the ſigh'd and kiſſ'd; 
And ſcem'd to moan, ia ſullen cooing, : 


harmle;! 
[bliſſa 


The ſad miſcarriage of their Weoing : 

But vaia alas! were all her charmesz 
For Thyrſis deaf to Love's allarms, | 

Balfled and ſenſeleſs, tir'd her Arms. 
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ue met with - man, 


In the middle of all the Green g 


| And Peggy was his delight, 


And good ſport was to be ſeen. | 


But e ever ſhe cry'd Brave Roger, 
II drinka whole glaſs to thee ; 


But as for ohn of the Green, 
I care not a Pin for hem. 


Bulls and Bears, and Lyons, and Dragons, 
and O brave Roger a Cauverly; 


Viggins, and Wiggins, 2 85 and Flaggons, 
Oh brave - | 


| He took her by the middle, 


And taught her by the floot; 
Well dore brave Roger quoth he, 
Thou haſt not letr thy od Wont, 


Aut ever ſhe cry d Sc. 


He clapt her upon the ws 


And forth ſh let a fart; 


My belly queth ſhe is eaſed hy thee, 


And I thank thee ger fort. 


| 1 92 Pills to Pin ge ä 


The Duke of Glouceſters March, Sett * Dr. 


Blow 
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Nd row, now the Duke's march, 
Let the Haut- boys play; 
Ard hi ſe [roops in the cloſe, | 
Shall Hul-ſa, Euſ-ſa, Hula 
And now, now the Duke's march, 
Let the Haut-boys play, 
And his Yroop's in the cloſe, 
Shall Hul-ſa, Huſ-ſa, Huſt a, Hul-ia, 
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 F*orieyre J excuſe thy face, 1. | 
| thoſe erring lines, which Nature drew; 
When U reflect that ev'ry grace, 

Thy mind adorns, is juft and true: 5 

But oh thy Wit what God has ſent, LS”. 
_ _ Surpriling Airy unconfin'd; Fs 
Some wander ſure Apo meant, 
cd And ſhot himſelf into thy mind. 


154 Pit ls to Purge Melanchoh. 


=”, d $ | Choice; or, The Coy Lady 5 Beauty by 
9 him admir d. Tune of lanthe, Page 79. 


He World is 2 Bubble, and full of decoys, 
Her glittering Pleaſures are flattering Toys, 
The which in themſelves no true Happineſs brings, 


Rich Rubies, nay Diamonds, Chains, jewels and Rings, 5 


They are but as Droſs, and in time will decay, 
So will Virgin . o W: 1 . e 
_ tho' never lo gay. 


Then boaſt not young Phillis becauſe thou art fair, 
Soft Roſes and Lilies more Beautif ul are, 

Than ever thou waft, when they in their prime, 
And yet do they fade in a very ſhort time, 
All temporal Glories in time will decay, 
So will Virgin Beauty, ſo will Virgin Beauty, 

tho never ſo Say. 


Since all things are changing, and nothing will laſt, 


Since Years, Months, and Minutes thy Beauty will blaſt, | 


Like Flowers that fade in the fall of the Leaf, 

Afford me thy Favour and pity my Grief 

E'er thy Youth and Beauty do's clearly depart, 

lor thou art my Jewel, for thou art my Jewel, | 
the Joy of my Heart, 


I Qxalae rot Riches, for Riches 1 have, 


value not Honour, no Honour | crave, 
But what thou art able to bleſs me withal, 
And is by thy Frowns to e ſhould fall, 


Then Farewe! thuſe Joys which ſv long 1 have ſought, 


To lanauiſh in Sorrow, to languith in Sorrow, _ 
alas I am brought. 5 
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1 come not to flatter, as many have done, 


Afford me a Smil-, or my D-ar [ {Fall run 
Diſtractza, as being diſturbed in mind; 


Then now, cow, or n-ver be loving and kind, 


This Day thou canſt cheriſh my ſorrowtul tate, 
To morros [cet ]-wzl, to morrow ſwect Jewel, . 
it may be too late, 


You know that young Women has rail'd againft Men, 


And counted them falſe and baſe flatterers, when | 
Wo find that your Sex are 2s cruel to us, | 


Or elſe you would never have tortur'd me thus, 

As now you have done by your Darts of Diſeain 3 3 

You know that I love * you know that I love you, 
Let all is in vain. 


The Dam el Anſwer, Tot the Jams: Tune. 


Nos, dry up thy Tears, and no longer ex: kl m, 


Againſt thy fair beautiful Phillis by na 
Wno never as yet was acquaint? 1 wich. Lov: ve 8 | 
Yet here I declare by the Powers above, 


I cannot be cruel to one that i, true, 
Wherefore bid thy Sorrous, wheretore bid tb Sor rows 


kor. ever adieu. 


ern all the Affections that Words can express, : 
] treely ſarrenter, and can do no leſs, 
When as ! conſi ar in eety Degree, 


How loyal and faithfol thou haſt b<ea to me, 


_ } cannot be cruel to ane that is true, 


and fo bid thy Sorrows, and ſo bid thy Sorrons. 
for ever adieu. 


Ky Te 
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The Fa aue Reſolution. | 
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S I am a Sailor, tis very well knewn, 
| And F'm never as yet hada wife of my oungz 
But now 1 reſolved for to marry if I cin, - 
To thow my ſelf a Jolly, Jolly briſk young Man, 
gr — 
£0 ſhow my ſelf a Jolly, Jolly brisk young Man. 


Abroad 1 have been, and fince home I am come, 
My Wages I have took, tis a delicate Summ, 
And now Miftres Eofteſs begins to flatter me, 
But I haye not forgo. her former Cruelty, 
7.0: 
Bot bare not forgot ber formerly Cruelty. 


Neu 
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Near Limehouſe ſhe liv'd, where 1 formerly us d, 
1'1} ſhow you in brief how I once was abus'd, : 
After in her Houſe | had quite conſum'd my ftore, 
But kick me if 1 ever, ever feaſt her more, 

more, more, „ 


But kick me if I ever, ever feaſt her more. 


T came to her once with abundance of Gold, 

And as ſhe that beautiful Sight did bzhold, 

She ſaid with a kiſs thou art welcom 7obn to me, 

For I have ſhed a thouſand, thouſand Tears for thee, 
nee, then, nn %% es 

For I have ſhe1a thouſand, thouſand Tears for thee. 


Her flattering Words I was apt to believe, 
Ani then at my Hands ſhe did freely recieve | 

A Ring, which ſhe ſaid ſhe would keep for Fobnny's ſake, 
She we pt for Joy as if her very Heart wou'd break, 


break, break; 


| She wept for Joy as if her very Heart wou'd break. 5 


we feafted on Dainties and drank of the beſt, 
'ThovghtI with wy Friends I am happily bleſt, 


For Punch, Beer and Brandy they Night and Day did cal, : 


And I was honeft Fobnny, Jobnny pay tor all, 
as, all. -- | 155 


And 1 was honeft Fabnny, Jobnny pay vor all, 


Tpey ply'd me ſo warm that in troth I may ay, 


Thar 1 ſcarce in a Month kaew the Night from the Day, | 
My Hofteſs I kiſs'd, tho* her Husband he was by, 
For while my Gold and Silver laſted, who but 1, 


For while my Gold and silver laſted, who but J. 


| They faid I ſhould marry their dear Daughter Ke, 
And in Token of Love I preſented her ſtrait. 


K 2 With 
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With a Chain of Gold, and a rich and coſtly Head, 

Thus Fobrry, Fobnny, Fobmny by the Noſe was lead, 
lead, lead, 

Thus Fobn: Y, Fobrny, Fołuny by the Noſe was lead. 


This Life 1 did lead for a Month and 2 Day, 

And then all wy Glory begun. to decay, 

My Money was gone, I quite conſum'd my ſtore, 
My Hoſteſs told me in a word, ſhe would not ſcore, 

-- core; coe, 

My Hoſteſs told me in a word, the would not ſcore, 


She frown'd like a Fury, and Kate he was coy, 

A Kils or a Smile I no more muſt enjoy, 

Nay, if that J called but for a Mug of Beer, 

My Hofteſs ſhe was very dcaf, and could not hear, 
hear, hear, 


My Hofteſs ſhe was very deaf, and could not hear. 


But that which concerned me more than the reft, 

My Meney was gone, and ſhe'd needs have me preſt, 

Aboard of the Ele et, then J ina Paſſion flew, 

And ever fince 1 do abhor the canting Crew, 
Crew; Crew, | 

And ever fince I do abhor the canting crew. 


Now haviog replen' Wd my Stock once again, 
My Hoſteſs and Daughter I vow to refrain, 
Their Company quite, and betzke my ſelf to a Wite, 
With whom I hope to live a lober Life, 
Lite, Life, | | 
With whom [ hope to live a ſober Life, 


Then in came a Damſel as freſh as 2 Roſe, 4 


He gave her a Kils, and begun for to cloſe, 
In courting, and ſaid, canft love an honeft Tar, 


Wo for theſe Six or Seven Years has travell d far, 


far, far, 
Who for theſe six or ſeven Years has travel d far, 


His | 


W W in 1 


S 
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Uis offer was noble, his Guinea 3 Was good, 
And therefore the innocent Maid never itood, 
To make a denyal, but granted his Requeſt, 


And now ſhe's with a joly Sailor, Sailor bleſt. 
bleſt, blzſt, 


And now ſhe's with a jolly S:ilor, Sailor bleſt. 


— —___ 
— 


Cupids Courteſie. 
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188 cold ſhady woods, 
A As I was ranging, | 
I heard the pretty Birds, 
Notes (weetly changing: 
Dou n by the Meadcys fide, 
there runs a River, 


A little Boy I ſpv'd 


Wich Bow and QUIET. | 


Little Boy tell me why 


Thou art here diving > 


Art thou (ome Run. nay; 1 


And batt no ab.ding ? 


— — —— — —— — 
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I am no Run-away, 5 
Venus my Mother, 
She gave me leave to play, 


When I came hither, 1 1 
. Little boy £0 with „ . 


And be my ſervant, = Q/ 


T will take care to fre | La 
For thy preferment: | 
Tt T with thee ſhould go, 
Venus would chide me, 
And take away my Bow, 
And never abide me. 


Little Boy let me know, 
What's thy name termed, 

I hat thou doſt wear a Bow, 

mad go ſo armed | 
You may perceive the ſame, 
ith often changing z 

Cupid it is my name, 

_ I live by ranging. 


. Cupid he thy. rame, 
That ſhoot at Rovers; 
J have heard of thy Fame, 
By wounded Lovers: 
Should any Jlangwſh that, 
Are let on fire; 

By ſuch a naked brat, 

1 much admire. -::- 


If thou doſt but the leaft, 
At my Laws grumble ; 
Tu pierce thy ſtubborn bleaſt, 
And make thee humble, 

Tf 1 with Golden Dart, 
Wound thee but ſurely ; 
There's no Philitians art, 
That e're can cure thee. 


Little 


= ——— — — 


Alls to Huge Melanchoh; 


Little Boy with thy Bow, 
Why doft thou threaten z 
Tt is not long ago 
Since thou waſt beaten; 


Thy wanton Mother, fair 


Venus will chide thee ; 


When all thy arrows are gone, 


Thou may'ft go hide the :. 


Of powerful ſhafts you ſee; 


I am well ftoredy 


Which makes my Deity, 


ſo much adored : 


Wich one poor Arrow now, 


I'n make thee ſhiver 


And bend unto my Bow, 


And fear my —ͤ— 


5 Page little Cupid be, 


 Courteous and kindly 3 


J know thou canft not ſee,, 


But ſhooteft blindly :; 


Although thou call'ſt me blind, 


Surely I'll hit thee” 


That thou ſhalt quickly find, 


I'll not forget thee, 


Then tle Cupid caught, 


his Bow ſo nimble z 


And ſhot a fatal ſhaft, 


Which made him tremble : 8 
Go tell thy Miſtriſs dear, 
Thou canft diſcover; 


What all the .piſhons are, 


Of 2 dying Lover. 


K 5 
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| had 1 now this gallant heart 


Sorely lies bleeding ; 
He felt the greatſt (mart, 
From Love proceeding : 


He did her help implore, 


Whom he aff. &Qeq, 


| But found that more and more, | 


Him ſhe reſcQted. 


for cupid with his craft, 
Quickly had choſen, 


And with a Leaden ſhaft, 


Her heart had frozen; 


Which caus'd this Lover more, 


Daily to languiſh ; 


nd Cupik's aid implore, 


To heal this anguiſh. 


He bumble pardon crav'd 
For his offence paſt 


And vow'd himſelf a ſlave, | 


And to love ftedfafty 


As Prayers ſo ardent were, 


Wbilſt his heart panted, 
That Cupid lent an ear, 
And his ſuit granted. 


For by his preſent plaint, 
He was regarded; 

And his adored Saint, 
His Love rewarded : 


And now they live in Joy, 


Sueetly embracing, 
And left the little Boy, 
Ina the woods * 


The | 


5 Sen by Ar. Dani niel Purcel, Sung by Ar. 7. Freeman. 
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Thus Damon knock'd at Celia's door, 


Hus Damon sc d at Celis's door, 


ie figh'd and beg'd and wept and ſwore, 


Phe fign was fo, She anſwer'd no, 
| Fhe gn was lo, She anſwer'd no, no, no, 


Again he ſigh'd, again he pray'd, 
No Dimon na, no, ao, no, no, I am afraid; 
Cooſider Damon I'm a Maid, 


no. 


Conſider Damon no, no, no, no, no, no, 10. ra m Rl Ma id. 


At laft his ſi ighs and tears made way, 
She roſe and ſoftly turn'd the key; 


Come in ſaid ſhe but do not do not ſta , 


nav conclude, you will be rude, | 
But if you are you may, | 

I may conclude, you will be rude, 
It if you are you may. 
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4 SONG Sung by Ir Prince in the ( Apreeable 
Diſappointment. Sert by Mr. brat Eccles. 
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FE: C found Love for his Pſyche in tears, 
8 She play d with his dart and ſmil'd at 'his fears, fears; 
Till feeling at length the poyſon it keeps, | 
Cupid he ſmiles and Coe ſhe weeps. 
Till feeling at length the poyſon it keeps, 
Cupid he ſmiles and Cloe ſhe weeps, 
Cupid he ſmiles and Cloe ſhe weeys. 
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: C ceaſe of Cupil to complain, 


Love, loves a joy ev'n while a pain, 


Ceaſe of Cupid to complain, | 
Love, loves 4 joy ev'u while a pain, 
| Ob, oh then think, on then think, oh then think how great 


7m his bliſſes, 


Moving glances, Balmy K ſſes, 


Charming raptures, match]-ſs ſweets, 


: Love, love one, love, love MORE, 5e, love alone, al joys 


— compleat, 
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A Song on the Preſent State of the Times, 
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1 Cue 80 and Tam 


Plunge all Europe in warrs, 
Engliſh 2 æſar eſpouſes our n 2 


predeſtin'd to ſtand. 
Ag ainſt Lewis Legrand, 


od wear his new flouriſhing Lawel: 
The cauſe that is beft, 
Now comes te the teſt, 
For Heaven will no longer ſtand Neuter 


But pronounce the great Doom, 
For old Luther or Rome, 


And prevent all our doubrs for the fotare, 


Tacu- d turn a wiſe brain, 


To conſider what pain, ; „ 
Fools take to become Polititians; 


Pops, Bullies, and Citts, 
All ſet up for Wits, 


And ingentoufly hatch new diviſions: : 
Some ſhow their hot Zeal, 


For a new common-weal, 


And ſome for a new reftoration ; ; 


35 Thus cavil aad brawl, 
Till the Morfieurs get all. 


And prove the beſt wits of the Nation, 


Tho* we medicines apply, 


Yec the Feaver boils high, 
Firſt caus'd by a Catholick Riot z ; 
Which no cure can gain, 


Till the breathing the vein, 


Correct the mad pulſe into quiet: 
Yet what c're diſeaſe, 


On our Country may chance, 


Let's driak to its healing condition g : 
And rather wiſh William, 


Were Fidor in France, 


Fhan Lewig were Erglards Phiſician, | 


— — 
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Coy Belinda, and falſe Amindor. 


Co Blinds may 4 
| Love is nothing but a name; 
lis not beauty warms the Lover, 
When he tells her of his flame 
But ſh- keeps a greater treaſure, 
Bills and bonds inflame his heart; 
Charms that flow with tides of 245 BY 
More obe d than cis dart. 


Falſe | 


01.11 1%... 


$481 Ni 


_ Falſe Amintor leave diſſembling. | 


Hence are all your ſighs and tremblings, 


An Amorins Addreſs to the Char ming Corinna. 


— —— 
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Tell her plainly you are poor; 


When you talk of your amour: 
Tho? vou tigh and tho? you languiſh, 
Till thegives her ſelf away, | 
Then you ſoon forget your anguiſh, 

And Be/gnda muſt obey, 
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o ima tis vou that 1 love, 

And love with a paſſion, ( a paſſion ) ſo great; ; 
That death a leſs torment would prove, 

Than either your frown or your hate; 
So ſoft and prevailing your charms, 
In vain 1 ſhould ftrive to retreat; 
Oh! then let me live in your arms, 

Or dye in deſpair at your feet. 


In vain I may pray to Loves powers, | 
Io eaſe me and pity my pain; 

Since the heart that I ſue ge r is yours, 
Who all other powers diſdain: 

Like a Goddeſs you abſolute reign, 

Lou alone tis can ſave or can kill; 

To whom elſe then ſhould I complain, = 
Since * fate muſt wes cane on your will. 


7 be 2 | Loh Fg up in ; ber hp Commute ad 
Tl not. 
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| Dore not Tumpie my Top- knot, 
| I'll not be kift to day 
Il not be ha''d and put!'d about, 
Thus on a holy day: 
Then if your rudeneſs you don't jeave, 
No more is to be ſaidg 
See this long pin upon my ſleeve, 
£37 T'll run up to the heady _ 
F And if y-u remple my head Gear, 
I'II give you 2 good flurt on'th ear. 


WMben I have my old cloaths on; 3 
l ſhall not be ſo nice nor coy, 
Nor ftand ſo much upon : 
Then hawl and pull, and do your beſt, 
Yet I ſhall gentle be; 
Kiſs hand, and mouth, and f ice] my breaf 
And tickle co my knee : | 
I won't be put out of my rode; 
on git not rumple my Commode. 


YM Come upon 2 worky day, 


bp 
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| 
A Scotch Song, . > 
| 
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t 
Ye Fo-tey never prattle more ſo like a Lim, 
No Rebel e'r ſhall gar my heart to Love 3 | 
Hany was a Loyal Scot tho dead and gon, | 1 
And Femny in her Daddy's way with mickle joy ſhall move _ 
Laugh at the Xrrł-Apoſtles and the.canting ſwarms, | King, 
And fight with bornyLads that love their monarchy and \ 
Then Fo 7:3 freſh and hlith ſhall take thee in her arms, _ 
And give thee Twenty kifles and perhapsa better thing. 0 


— 


3 
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8 AE the pangs of fierce Deſire, 


The 4vudts ant hopes that wait on Lore = 


And fee by turn's the raging fire, 


Ho charming mult fruition prove: 
When the triumphant Lover feels, 
None af thoſe pains which once he bore; 
Or when red ctng on h's ills, 
He max-s his p.-aſure, pl-aſure more, 
He makes his pleaſurz, pleaſure more. A 
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4 Seng in the Dramatick Opera of K. Arthur Written 0 
by Ar. Dryden. 
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»Areſt Ms, all Tſles excelling, 
Seat of pleaſures, and of Love g 
ers here, will -buſe her dwell'ng, 
And forſake her Cyprian Grove. 


Capi from his fav rite Nation, 
Qare and Eavy will remove 3 
Jealouſy that poyſons paſſion, 
And Deſpair that dies for Love. 


Gentle 


tle 
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Gentie murmurs ſweet complaining, 


Sighs that blow the fire of Love; 


Soft Repulſes, kind Diſdaining, _ 


Shall be all the Pains you prove. 


Every ſwain ſhall pay his duty, __ 
Grateful every nymph ſhall prove; 
And as theſe excel in beauty, 
Thoſe ſhall be renown'd for Love. 


A SONG in the Comedy cal the (Wifes Excuſe 
er Cuckolds make themſelves.) Sung U Mrs. 
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Ang this whining way of wooing, 
Lov: ing was delign'd a ſport 

Sighing, talking without nt, 

Makes a filly Idol court: 

Don't beleive that words can move her, 

It ſne be not well inclin'd; 

She her ſelf muſt be the Lover, 

Io perſwade her to be kind: 


5 If at laſt ſhe grants the favour, 


And conſents to be undone; _ 
Never think your paſſion gave her, 
To your wiſhes but her on. 
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A Song in the Opera callbd the Faiery Queen, 
Sung by Mr. Fate. 


1 Ere's the ſummer rightly, Say, 


Adorn'd with all the flowers of May, 
Whoſe various ſweets perfume the Alt. 
Adorn'd with all the flow'rs of MA, 


Whoſe various ſweets perfume the Air. 


"SY 
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A SONG Sung by Mrs. Ayliff in 4 Play cal'd 
(Love T ryumphant : or, Nature will Prevail 
Sett by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


5 == DIES | 
32 MY DUE ee hc —_— — 
| Me | 


And the Boy that ſhe brings ready made to his band, | 
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Ow happy? ; the Paid! 85 ha s the huſband, Dy 
| Whole wite has been try'd, has been try'd, . | 
Not damn to the bed, ngc damn d to the bed of an ano. | 

| Craat brideg 


Secure . what's l. t, cue of what's left, he ne'r miſſes 


; ( the reft, 
But where there's enough, enough, enough, but where 
(there's enough, ſuppoles a feaſt ; 
a We ing the cheat, 
He eſcapes the deceit; 
And in ſpitght of the curſe he reſolves, he reſolves to be 


, 32 
And in leieht of the curſe he reſolves, he reſolves to be 


(bleſt, 
He reſolyes to be bleſt, de teſolves, he reſolyes to be dieß. 


It children are bleſũngs, kis combate's the more, 
Whoſe Spouſe has been known to be fruitful be fore; 


day ſtand him in ſtead for an heir to his land: 
Shou'd his own prove a ſoc! 
155 When tis lawfully got; 
As whene're it is ſo, If it don't 1 Il be hang'd, 
| L 3 


222 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 
4 New Song to the Tune of the old Batchellonr, 
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Fever you mean tobe kind, 
| To me the tavour, the favour allow; * 
For fear that to morrow ſhou'd alter my mind, 
Oh! let me now, now, now. 


If in hand then a Guinny you'l give, 


And ſwear by this kind embrace; 

That another to morrow as you hope to live, 
Oh! then! will ſtreight unlace: 

For hy ſhou d we two diſagree, 


Since we have, we have opportunity. e 


( 
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A Song Sett to Muſick by Mr. Will. Richar 1 


1 | 
3 
8 

1 


a eee — — — ern eons 
© know her falſe, I know her baſe, 
. I know that Gold alone can move; 


1 know fhe Jilts me to my face, | 
And yet good Gods, and yet good Gods 1 know 1 love. 


I ſee too plain and yet am blind, 
Wou' d think her true while he forſooth z 
To me and to my Rivals kind, 


Courts him, courts me, courts ow, courts me, * Jilts 
| us both. 


L 
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4 SONG in the Comedy call d (Sir Arthony 
Love: or, the Rambling Lady, Sent by Mr. 


Henry Purcell. 
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| px vain, Clemene, you beftow, 


The promis'd empire of your heart ; 5 


If you refliſe to let me know, 


The wealthy Charms of every part. 


My paſſion with your k: adneſs grew, 


Tho? beauty gave the firſt defire ; 8 


But beauty only to purſue, 


1s following a wandring fire, 
following a wandring fire. 


As Hills, in perſpeQive, ſuppreſs, 


The free enquiry of the fight : 


Reſtraint makes every pleaſure leſs, 
And takes from Love the full * 


Faint Kiſſes may in part ſupply, | 


Thoſe eager Longings of my ſoul 3 
But oh! I'm loft, it you deny, | 
A Fn ben of the whole, 


_ ills to toy lch. 


4 Abet Song ro ( If Love's 2 a ſweet Paſſion.) 


F Wine oe a Cord: al 5 does it torment, 
If a Poyſon oh ! tell mæ whence comes my content 2 
Ace 1 Erink it with pleaſure, why ſhould ! complain; 
8 repent ev'ry morn when I krow tis in vain? 

Yet ſo charming the glaG is, ſo deep is the quart, 
That at once it both droht and enlivens my heart. 


I take it off briſkly arid when it is down, 

By my jolly complex: on I make my joy known 
But on how I'm bleſt when ſo ſtrong it does prove, 
| By its loveraign hrat to expel that of Love: 

When in querching the old, I create a new flame, 

kg am wrapt with {uch pleaſures as jet want 4 rame; 
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A 8 O NG in > the ( Fairy Queen. ) Sung by Mrs. 
885 


Jam come to lock all faft, 
Love without me cannot laſt: 
Love, like counſels of the Wiſe, 
Nluſt be hid from vu gar Eyes; 
*Tis holy, 'tis holy, and we muft, we ſt conceal if, 
They prophane it, Caey propane» it, who reveal it, 
They propian: it, they e it, W bo reveal ite. 
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kt Mary live long . 
She's vertuous and witty, 
All charmingly Pritty, 

Let Mary live long, 
And reign many years: 
Wou'd the cloud was gon oer, 
That troubles us fore: _ 
When the ſunſhine 5 
We ſhall be deliver'd, 
We ſhall be deliver'd ; 
From fury and fears. 


Heavens ſend the King home, 

With Laurels to crown him, 
 __ Each rebei may own him: 
And may he live long, 
And reign many years 


When the conqueſt is plain, | 


And three kingdoms regain d; 
Let his enemies fall, 

Then Cæſi ſhall douriſh, 
Then Cſar ſhall flouriſh, 
__ pight of them all. 


All glorious and 1 
Let the King live for ever: 
Diay he languiſh never, never: 
Like flowers in May, 
His actions ſmell ſweet; 


When the wars are all done, 


And he ſafe in his Throne; 
Trophies lay at his feet, 
With loud Acclamations, . 
With loud Acclamations, 

His M3 jcſty * 
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The Shepheardeſ; Lerinda's —— ” Walter 
Overvury- Gene. | 
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74 End. compla neth that Strephon 18 dull, | 
And that nothing diverting proceeds from his Rull; 5 
But when once Ln 13 vouch- lates to be kind, | 
To her long adm: rcr ſhe'll then quickly find; 
Svch ſtranve alteration as will her contute, 


That $rrephon's trauſported, that Srrepton's tranſported, 
That Sr7:p697's tranſported, and grown more acciite. 
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A Song Sett to Muſick by Mr. Graves. 0 
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Y dear Corinna give me leave, 
| To gaze, to gaze on her I love 
The Gods cou'd never, never yet conceive, 
Her worth, tho' from above: 
There's none on earth can equalize, 
So ſweet, fo ſweet a Soul as ſhe y 
Who ever, who ever gains (0 great a priſe, 
Has all has all that Heavn can be, 


\ Curſe on my fate, who plac'd me here, 


In a Sphere, a Sphere, ſo much below; 

| My Love, my Life my all that's dear; 

And yet She muft not know: 

The torment for her J ſuſtain, 

Shall ill, ſhall il] rewarded be; 

When loving, when loving, and not Loy? a again, 
os prove, do $ owns a Hell tO me. 
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The Royal Example. Ir. Henry Purcell. 
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Mie her bleſt Example chace, 


Vice in troops out of the land; 3 


i Flying from her awful face, 


Like trembling Ghoſts when days at hand - 


May her Hero be "Ing n dense, 


Won with honour in the field; 
And our home-bred fact ions 8 
He ſtill our Sword, and She our Sheild, 


234 Bills to Purge * 
A * tbe rd: and Tune 47 Ar. itt Green. 
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Ever a but think of 1 
| More, and more, and more of wiſhiog 3 
To poſſeſs the mighty bleſſing, 
While they enjoy it they are true: 
They'l hug, they'l cling and heave up £00, 
But liberty when once Tegain'd, 

The favours to another feign d. 


5 Why ſhou'd we then the ſex admire. | 


For twas never their defire ; 


To maintain a conftant Fire, 
If oagling wheedling you'l beleive ; 
They hourly ſtudy to deceive, 

But we will find out better ways, 

In Muſick Singing ſpend e our days, 4 


ts 5 1 


n 111 


— — 


Ir! 


l mari af ke 


Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


Pill. to Purge Melancholy, 


5558 


= 1 


"Ew Piramid's raiſe, 

Bring the Poplar and Bayes, 

; To Croun our {Triumphant Commander; 

The French too ſhall run, 

As the Iriſh have done, | 
Like the Per ſians, the Terſiurs; 5 

Like the Perſians, the Perſians, 

Like the Perſians before Alexander. 


Had the Rubicon been, 
Such a ſtream as the Boyy, 5 
Not Cæſar, net Cæſar, himfelf had gon on; 


King Wiliam cxceeds, great Ce/ar in deeds, 


More than he did, more than he did, 
More than he did, great Pompey before. 


Though born in a ſtate, i 
Tore told was his fate, 

That he ſhuuld be a monarch ador'd ; 
One Globe was too (mall, 
Io contain ſuch a foul, 

New worlds muft ſubmit to his ſword, 


50 great and benign, 
Is our Sov'rain Queen, 
Made to ſhare his Empire and bed; 
May ſhe ſtill fill his arms, 
With her Lovely ſoft Charms, | 
And a. race of King ill iam's ſucceed. 
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AFong in the Play called, the Tragedy of Cleomenes, 
The Spartan Heroe, Sung by Mrs. Butler, Sett by 
Mr. H. Purcell. 15 


Pillsto Purge Melancholy. 
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N o no, poor ſuffering heart, no change endeavour; 

Chuſe to ſuſtain the ſmart rather than lea ve her: 
My raviſh'd Eyes behold ſuch charms about her, 

I can dye with her but not live without her. 
One tender figh of her to ſee me languiſh, 

Wil more tian pay the price of my paft anguiſh 
Be ware, oh cruel fair how you {mile on me, 
Twas a kind look of yours that has undone me. 


Oni 


OM» 


Love has in ftore for me one happy minute, 
And ſhe will end my pain who did begin it 
Then no day void of Bliſs and pleaſures leaving, 
Ages ſhall ſlide away without perceiving : 
_ Cupid ſhall guard the door, the more to pleaſe us, 
And keep out Time and Death when they would ſeaze us; 
I me and Death ſhall depart, and ſay in flying; 
Love has found out a way to live by dying. 
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The Loyal Delight of a contented Mind. The Wards 
by Mr. Mumtord, Sett by Mr. H. Purcell. 
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O bow happy $ 30 who from Bufineſs free; 
5 Jem enjoy his Miſtreſe, Bottle and his Friend : 
Not confin'd to State, nor the pride of Great; 
Only on himſelf, not others doth D-pend : 


_ Change can never vex him, Faction ne'er perplex him 5 


Tf the World goes well a Bumper -rowns his 0s, 
Tf it be not ſo, then h tabs off two; | 
Till ſucceeding Glaſſes, Thinking doth de firoy. 


When his noddle reels, he to celi: ſteals; 5 
And by Pleaſures unconfin'd, runs o're the night; 
In the Morning wakes, a oleating farew:| takes; 
Ready for freſh tipling. and for new delight : 
When his Table's full, oh then he hugs his Soul; 
And drinking all their healths, a u come doth eforels: 
When the Cloth's remov'd, then by al ap prov d, 


Comes the full grace cup, Queen Anna's good ſucceſs. - 


. | 
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TD Hills lay aſide your Thinking, 
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On a Lady Drinking the Waters, The words by Sir, 
_ George Ethcrige, Sett by Vr. James Hart. 


5 2 7 7 
8 
e 
Is 


Youth and Beauty ſhou'd be Gay, 


Laugh and talk and mind your Drinking; 
Whilſt we paſs the Time away, 1 
Laugh and Talk and mind your Drinking, | 
Whilft we pais the Time away. : 


They ought only to be perſive, 
Who dare not their Grict declare, 


Leſt their ſtory bz offenfive, 
Bat ſtill langulſh in deſpair, 


Yet waat more torments vour Lovers, 
1 rey ate Jealovs they Obey, 
One whoſe Reſtleis mind diſcovers, 
She's no leſs 2 Slave then They, 


One Whole, Oe. 


EY 
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The Lciavicus Lever and the coy Laſs. 


amt 


 Blſh fy your rude Ser, 

1 I never ſaw. ſuch dle fool: ng 5 

Tour grown ſo le w Sir, | ö 
.... So debauch d 1 ha te YGuT Ways 3 3 N . 
Leave what are you doing, % todd” wy pe ; | 
J ſee you ſeek my ruin, i | 
Il cry out pray make no delag, 

But take your hand away; 
Ah! good Sir, pray Sir, don't ou. do 5 „ 1 
Never was I thus a>uy'a 1, 
By any man but you a'n,, | | | 


Therefore Sir pray be gon | 44. 
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Advice 10 4 Miſer. Sett by Mr James Graves. 
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Etire old Miſer, and learn to be wier, 
In looking or'c books ne re Spend all thy tim 3 


But rather be thinking, of roaring and drinking, 


For by thoſe to promotion thou't [peedly climb. 


T ken prithee be Jolly, deſert this thy folly, . 
Make welcome thy friends and ne're repine; 
For when thou art hurl'd, into the next world, 


_ Thy Heir Ille engage it In ſplendor will ſhine. 


When thy breath is juſt vaniſh'd, his care will be banif t, 
And ſcarce will he follow thy Corps to the grave; 
Then be cautious and wary, for nought but Canary, 


He's a Fool that for others himſelf do's enflave. 


Me . 4 
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2: SONG in the Came; calbd The Wifes Ex- 
 _ cuſe: or, Cuckolds make themſelves.) Sung 


Cell. 
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by Mr. Mountford. Sett by, Ar. Henry Pur- 


an“ 


= = 
| — — | — ——— mm nn 


A better face, than thus to ſtarye : 


Pulls to Purge e | 


Gay en cruel Anoret, how long, how long, 
DI In hill-t:doux, and humble Song; 
Shall poor Alexis, i [hall poor Aiexis, poor Alexis woo ? 


If ar ither writing, Sighing, Sghing , Dying, 


Reduce you to a loft complying : 
Oh, oh, oh, oh, when wil Toon come too. 


LR Full thirteen Moons, are now paſt o're, 
Since firſt thole Stars 1 did adore, 


That ſet my heart on fire: „„ . 


The conſcious Play-houle, Parks and Court, 
Have ſeen my ſufferings made your ſport, 


Let Iam ne er the nigher- | 
A faithful Lover Shou'd deſerve, 


In light of ſuch a feaſt 
But oh! if you'll not think it fit, 
Your hungry ſlave ſhou'd taſt one bit 1 
Give (om: kind looks at leaſt, 
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The Doubiful 1 + Requeſt. 
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Uch 1 ore my pate bas your love or your hate, - 


85 That nothing can make me more wretched or gteat; ; 
_ Whiſft expiring lie, to live or to die, 
Thus doubtful the ſentence of ſuch [rely : 
| Your tongue bids me go, tho' your eyes ſay not ſo, 

Bat much kinder words from their Language do flow, 


Then leave me not here thus between hope and fear, 


Tbo your Love cannot come let your pity appears 


But this my r: queft, you muſt grant me at leaſt, 

vnd more I'll not alk but to you leave the reft; 

If my fate I muft meet, let it be at your feet, 

Death there with more e joy, than. elſe-where I wou'd greet. 
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A SON G in the Play calbd (Rule a Wife and 
have a Wife, ) Sett by Mr. Henry Purcell. 
Sung by Mrs. Hudſon. N 
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ice s not a ſwain on the * 


Wou'd be bleſt like me, e 


Oh! cou'd you but, coa'd you but, cou'd you but, on me | 
But you appear ſo ſevere, 


That trembling with fear, 
My heart goes pit a pat, pit a pat pita pat, all the while: 


If I cry 8 Idie, you make no reply, 
But look ſhy and w.th a ſcornful eye, 
Kill me by your cruelty; 
Oh! can you be, can you be, can you be, can you be, can 


you be, can you be, can you de, can ycu, can 8 can you be 
too Nara to me. 
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A SONG Set by Mr. Barincloe; 
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Ba fooliſf miſtake, 

That riches can ſpeak, 
Or er for good Rhetoric ad 
Foa fool I confeſs, 


Tour Gold may addreſs, 


Or elſe where the maſter's anals: 
Fo a woman of ſenſe, 
Tis a ſordid pretence, 
That a golden Effigies can move her 3 3. 
No face on the coin, 
Is half ſo divine, 
- that of a faithful young Lover. 


But men when they love, 
Their paſſion to prove, 
From the Court to the dull Country: novices. 
To the fair they'r ſo kind, a 
Firſt to fathom their mind, 
Next ſearch the prerogative office: 

No imprimis I give, 
Then the fair one they leave, 
— Notwithfianding their ftrong e n 
Fill the Lady diſcover, | 
No fortune no lover, 
Ikea draws off her fond inclination. 5 

| | 4 
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bz Tire is a thing which in the light, . 
Is ſeldome us'd but in the night; 5 

It ſerves the maiden female crew, _ | 0 
The Ladies and the good wives too: 1 6 


They us'd-to take it in their hand, Il 
And then it will uprightly ſtand ; 5 
And to a hole they it apply, | ; 
Where by its good will it cou'd die: 55 
It waſts, goes out, and ſtill within, „ 
zige lues it's moiſture thick and thin. 


egy 


Fe: 27 


Pills to Purge * 


ES 2 = 
FE KK —— 


=== 


_— Ell me why ſo long you try me, 
Still I follow ftill you fly me ; 


Will the race be never done, 


Will it be ever but begua : 

Cou'd [ quit my love for you, — 
Fade ne er love more what e'er I do; 
When I ſpeak truth you think I lie, 
You think me falſe but ſay not . 


— 


1 SO NG in 4 call d Gene Witches. * 
Sung by Mrs. Hudſon, and Sert 7 Mr. John 
Eccles. 8 


Vi to Pinge Melancholy. 


8 5 


—— GENTO. .. |: 


= 


In ſpight of Cloe I'll have reſts, 


In vain is all her Syren art, 
Still longer to hold my troubled beart: . 


For I'm reſolv'd to break the chain, | 
And o'r her charms the conqueſt gain, 
And o're her chams the conqueſt gain. 


- Inſulting beauty I have born, 


| Too long your female pride and ſcorn z 


Too long have been your publick | hh 
Your common Theme at ev'ry feaſt; * 
Let others thee vain Fair purſue, 
| Whilſt 1 forever bid adieu, 
Whilſt T7908 ever r bid adieu. 


— 


| : Toren ting beauty leave my TY 
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The valiant Soldier's and Sailor's Loyal Sub- 
jects Health, to the Queer, Prince and Neve 
Commanders. 


7 "Ow now the Queens health, 
And let the haut-boys play; ; | | 
"Whilſt the troops on their march ſhall, buzza, huz2a, 


( Nn: 
Now, now the Queens health, 


And let the hautboys play; 5 
Waſe the Drums and the Trumpets, . 
= _ Soun4 from the ſhore, huzza, Rs; has. 


g Now now the Princes health, 
And let the hiutboys play, | 
Whilft the crc ops on their march, fan huzz2, huzza, 
0 huzza: 
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Now now thePrince's health, 1s 
And let the haut-boys play; 


f Whilft the Drums and the Trumpets, 
Sound from the ſhore huzza, huzz3, b huzza. 


No the brave Eugene's health, 
Who ſhews the French brave play; | 
And does march over rocks, let's huzza, huzza, buzza, 
Now the brave Eugene's health: 
And let the haut-boys play, 
Whilft the Drums and the Trumpets, 
Sounds as they march, huzza, huzza, . 


Now, 1 now the Duke's health, 

Brave Mariborough I ſay, 

Whilſt the cannon do roar, let's buzza, buzza, huzza 3 
Now, now the Dukes health, | 

And let the haut-boys play; . 


While the Drums and the ain, 


Sound from the ſhore, huzza, huzza, huzza. 


Now brave Ormond's Health boys, 

_ Whilft Colours do diſplay, _ 
And the Britains in fight, ſhall huzza, buzz3, buzz1; 5 
No brave 0rmond's Health boys, 

Wbilſt Colours do diſplay : 
And the Drums and the Trumpets, 
Sound from the ſhore, huzza, ls, buzza. 


Now ir Cloudſly 8 bealth boys, 
And Trumpets ſoufid each day, 


Whilſt the Tars with their Caps ſhall kuzza, huzz2, 


Chuzza 
Now Sir Clouiſly's health boys, 

And Trumpets ſound each day: 

Whilſt the T1 hundering Can on, 

Ludi do roar, wa huzza, hv222, | 


Brave 
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Brave Teterbrougb's health boys, 5 1 
Who boldly, makes his way, | 

Wie the French run let us huzza, huzza, huzza; 

 Brav+ Peter berough's health boys, 

And let the hautboys play, 

While the Drums and the trumpets : 

Sound as they march, huzza, api huzza- 


how: now brave Leal's ; health, | 

Who is 1d led way 2 | | 5 

For to find the French fleet, let's huzza, huzza, buzz; 
Now. no” hrave L-at's health, 

Wro'n ſh-w the French fair play, 
While che Drums and the Trumpets-: | 

SO nds from on Board,! buzza, huzza, huzz2. 
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The Beau's Ballad. Dad by the þ Fab o a 
White Marble Side- Table 
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= Pox on the Fool, 

Who could be ſo dull, 

To contrive ſuch a Table for glafſes ; 
Which at the firſt ſight, 

The Gueſts muſt affright, 

More by half than their Liquor re joyces. 


Tris fo like a Tomb, 
That whoever does come, 
Can't look on't without thus reflecting; ; 
Heaven knows how ſoon, 
We muſt lye under one, 


And ſuch thought muſt needs be perplexing. 


. Then away with that Stone, 
Break it throw it down '! 
To ſome Church or otter, elſe Ring t in; 
"Tis fitter by far, 
To have a place there, 


Than ftand here to \ poll mirth and good ern 


| There death let it ſhow, 
To thoſe who wil! go, 


And Monuments there gaze and fare at; z 
We come here to live, 
And fad thoughts away drive, 
Witch good ſtore of immortal Claret, 


To the glaſſes ſtand there, 
They ſhant do ſo here, 
Iis the only kind leſſon that teaches 3 
 Whilft it ſeems to ſay, 
Life's ſhort, Drink away, 


No time o're your liquor to Preach i is, 


Then fill up the glaſs, 

About let it paſs, | 
Tho' the Marble of death Joes remind us 3 
The Wine ſhall ne'er die, 

Tho' you muft, and I, 

We' U not leave A * oft behind us. 
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» M* Dear and only love take bees, 
How thou thy ſelf r 

And let not longing Lovers feed, 

Upon ſuch locks as thoſe; 
I'll Marble Wall thee round about, 
And Build without a door; | 
But If my love doth once break out, 
I'll never loye thee more. 


1 thou haſt love that thou refine, 
And though thou ſeeft me not; 
Yet parallel that heart of thine, 
Shall never be forgot : 
But if unconſtancy admit, 
A ſtranger to bear ſway > 
My treaſure that proves counterfeit, 
And he may gain the day. 
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I lock my ſelf within a Cell, 
And wander under gr: und; 3 
For there is no ſuch faith in her, 

As there is to be found 
Il curſe che day that e're chy face, 
My ſoul did lo betray; 
And ſo for ever, evermore, 
I'll ſing O well-a-day ! 


Like Alex wider I will prove, | 
For 1 Will reign alone; 

I'll have no partners in ny love, 

Nor rivals in my throne ; 

I' do by thee as Nero did, 


When Rome was (-t on fire 3 ; 
Not only all relief: orbid, 


But co the hills retice, 


I'll fold my arms like enſigns up, 
Thy falſhod to d plore; 
And after ſuch a bitter Cup, 
Il never love thee more. 


Vet for the love I bare thee once, 

And left that love ſhould die; 

A marble Tomb of ſtone I'll write, 

- The truth to teſtifie: 
That all the pilg:ims paſſing by, 

May ſee and io imploreñ 

And ſtay and read the reaſon why, 
Ile never love thee more. 
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Wiens the Caſtle Wal, the Queen ok 

Love ſat mourning, 

Tearing of her golden Locks, her red Roſe, 

Checks adorning 3 

With her Lilly white hand ſhe ſmote her 
Breafts, 

And ſaid ſh2 was forſaken, | 

With that the Mountains they did skip, 

And the Hills fell all a quaking. 


- 
_ 
- 


Underneath the rotten hedge, the Tinkers 
Wite ſat ſhiting, 

Tearing of a Cabbage leaf, her ſhitren eg 

A wipings 

With her colz black hands ſhe ſcratch her 

Am 

And ſwore ſhe was beſhitten, 


With that the Pediars all did skip, 


And che Fidlers fell a ſpitting. ue 
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The 2d. Part of the Traders 0 or, The Crys 
4 London. 3 2 
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dome buy my Greens and Flowers fine, N 
Your Houſes to adorn; 


3 8 erind your knives, to plea'e your wives, 
And bravely cut your corns; | | 
Ripe Strau-beries here I have to Seh, _ 
With Taffity Tarts and Pyes; = 1 
r ve Brooms to ſell will pleaſe you well, | 
1 you ll believe your ey es. 


Here? 
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Here's A brought from foreign parts, 


With dainty Pudding-Pyes $ 


And Shrewſ{bury-Cakes, with Wardens bak d, 


I (corn to tell you lies: 


With Laces long and ribbands broad, 


The beft that e er you ſee; 
It you do lack an Almanack, 
come buy it now of me. 


The Tinker s come to ſtop your holes, 
And fauder all your Cracks 


What e'er you think here's dainty Ink, 


And choice of Sealing- Wax: 


Come maids bring out your Kitchin-ftuff, 


Old Rags, or Womens hair 
I'll ſel] you Pins for Coney- -ſkins, 
Come buy my Earthen ware, 


Here's Lemmons of the bigeſt fize, 


With Eggs and butter too 


Brave news they lay is come to day, 


If Fones's News be true: 


| | Here's Spiggots and fine ee 


With Foſſets to put in; 


I'n Boctom all your broken Chairs, 


Then pray let me begin. 


A Rabbit fat and vlump 7 have, 


Young Maiden's love the ſame ;_ 
Come 2uy a Bird, I'm at a word, | 
Or Pullet of the game: 
I ki] the beft ſpice Giager- bread, 
You ever did Eat v:fore; 
While Madam Xp, her Dumplings, 
ſhe cry's from Door to Door. 


Come 3 a Comb, or Buckle fine, 


Fot Girdle of your laſs ; 


My Ojtters too, are very new, 


With Trumpet ſounding glaſs; 
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Your Lanthorn- horns I'll make them ſhine, 
And mend them very well; 
There's no Jack line ſo good as mine, 
—— PP 1 have here to fell. 


Come buy my Hony and my Book, 
For Cuckolds to peruſe; | 

Your Turnip man is come again, 

To tell his Dames ſome news: 
I've Plums and Damſons very fine, 

With very good mellow Pears 

Come buy a charming Difh of Fiſh, 

And give It to your kleirs. 


5 Came buy my Figs, before they're gone, 

Here's Cuſtards of the bet; _ 

And Muſtard too, that's very new, : 

Tho' you may think 1 Jeft : 

My Holland.ſocks are very ſtrong, 

Here's Eels do ſkip and play; 

My hot grey- peaſe buy if you pleaſe, 
For I come no more to day. 


: Old ſuits « or Dads or e wigs, 
With ruſty Guns or Swords; 

When Whores or Pimps do buy my $hrimps, 
never take their words: 

| Your Chimney clean my Boy ſhall ſweep, 
While I do him command; 

Card matches cheap, by lamp or heap, 
Ihe beſt in all the land. 


| Come taſt and buy my brandy wine, 
*Fis oy y come from France; 
This powder now is good 1 vow, 
| Which i have got by chance: 
Nev, Mackeril the beſt ! have, 
Oi an inthe Town; 
Here's Cloth to fel will please vou well, 
As ſoft as any Down. 


Co 
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Work for the Cooper, Maids give ear, 
I'll hoop your Tubs and Pails; 

And if your ſight it is not right, 
Here's t hat as never fails: 

Milk that is new come from the Cow, 
With Flounders freſh and fair; 
Here's Elder buds to pur ge your bloods, 
And Oaions keen and rare. 


Small- coal young maids 1 ce brought vou here, 
he beſt that e' er you us'd; 
Here's Cherries round and very ſcund, 
If they are not abus'd: 
Here's Pippings lately come from Kerr, 
Pray taſt and then you'! buy; 
Zut mind my Song and then c'tre long, 
You'l ting It as well as J. 


e 


lr me, tell me, charming fair, 
Why ſo cruel and ſevere ; : 

15 t not you, ah! you alone, 

Is't not you, ah! ] you alone, 
Secures my wandring heart your own : 


Change, which once the moſt did pleaſe, 


No wants the power to give meeaſe; 


You've fixt me as the Center ſure, 
And you who kill alone can cure, 
And you who kill alone can cure- 


If refuſing what was granted, 
Be to raiſe my paſſion higher; 


| Nymph believe me | ne er wanted, 


Art for to inflame deſire: 
Calm my thoughts ſerene my mind, 
Still increating was my joy; | 


Tin Lavinia ptov'd unkind, 


Wornung couſd my peace deſttoy. 
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A SO NG is the Comedy caldg (The Maids laſt 
Prayer: Or, any rather then full.) 
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| .' you make no return to my ik, 
Still, ftill I preſume to adore; 
Tis in love but an odd reputation, 
When faintly repuls'd to give o'er : 
| When you talk of your duty, 
I gaze at your beauty; 
| Nor mind the dull maxim at all, 
Let it reign in Cheapſide, 
With the Citizen s Bride- 
Z It will n&er be receiv'd, it will ne'er, ne r, it will ne er 
be receiv'd at I bite- ball. | 


What Apoeryphal tales are e you told, 
By one, One who would make you believe ; [7 
That becauſe of to have and to bold, : 
You flill muſt be pin'd to his llee ve : 
were apparent high treaſon, 
SGainſt love and gainſt reaſon, 
+ Shou'd one ſuch a treaſure engroſs; 
He who knows not the joys, 
That attend ſuch a choice, 
Shou d reſign to another that does. 


[ 
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A SONG Sung by Mrs. Hudſon, in the Play 5 
call'd (Love Tryumphant: or Nature will Pre- 
vail.) Sett by Mr. John Eccles. 1 
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Hat fate of life can be o bleſt, 
As Love that warms a lovers bras; 
Two ſouls in one the ſame defire, 
\ To grant the bliſs and to require ; C 
But if in heaven a hell we find, 
3 Ju all from thee oh! Jealouſy, 


Oh | | oh ; oh! Oh! oh! Jealouſy, thou tyrant, tyrant ſea- 
| "wy tnou tyrant Jealouſy, oh l ch! oh! oh! oh Jealouſy, 
ob! ob! oh! Jealouſy, thou tyrant of the mind. 


An other ills tho ſharp they prove, 
Serve to refine and ſweeten love; 
In abſence or unkind diſdain, | 
Sweet hope reliev's the Lovers pain; 
But oh! no cure but death we find, 
To ſet us free from roll 
ebTob! ob! oh! oh! © 


' Falſe in thy glaſs al obj-fis are, 

| Some (et too near and ſome too far; 

| Thou art the fice of endleſs night, 
The fire that burns and gives no light: 
All tor ments of the damn'd we find, 

In only thee oh! ſealouſx, e 5 
Oh! oh Loh! oh ! oh 1 Ec. | The 
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ne Cruel Fair requited, Written be J. R. Set by 
Mr. James Hart. | 


Et 


Hen Wit and Beauty meet in one, 
That acts an amorovs part; 
What Nymph its mighty pow'r can hun,, 
Oe ſcape a wounded heart: 
Thoſe Potent, wondrous Potent, Charms, 
Where e're they bleſs a Swain; 
He needs not ep with empty Arms, 
He needs not ſleep with empty Arms, 
Nor Dread ſevere diſdain. 


5 Ateria ſaw the Shepherds bleed, 
Regardleſs of their pain; 5 
Unmov'd ſhe hea rd their Oten Reed, 
They Dance and ſung in vain: 
| At length Amintor did appear, 

That Miracle of Man; 
He pleas'd her Eyes and charm'd hes Ear, 
He pleas'd her Eve s and charm'd her Ear, 
| She Lov'd and call d him P A N. 5 


But he as tho? K fign'd by Fate, 
Revenger of the harms 
Which others ſuffer'd from her hate, 
KRifl'd and left her Charms: 
eg Nymphs no longer keep in pain, 
A plain well meaning heart; 
Leaſt you ſhou'd joyn for ſuch disdain, 
Left you ſhou'd joyn for ſuch disdain, 
In poor Alteria's (mart, 


The 
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The 5 Lover, Ser by Mr. Willis. 


e 


Wes fhan 1 doT am undone; ® 
Where ſhall I fly my ſelf to ſhun; 
Ah! me my ſelf my ſelf 8 kill, 

And pet I dy againſt my ui“. 


In ſtarry letters 1 behold, 

My death is in the heavens inrol'd ; 
There find I writ in skies above, 
That I, poor I, mult dye for love. 


'Twas not my love deſery'd to dy, 
Oh no it was unworthy I; 

I for her love ſhould not have dy d, 
* that I had no worth beſide. 


Ah me that love ſuch woe, procures, - 
For without her no life endures ; 

I for her vertues did her ſerve, 
Doth ſucha love a death deſerve. 
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A Song, Sung at the Theatre Royal, in the Play 
calÞd, Alphonſo King of Naples, Ser: by Ar. Eagles. 
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Wü Sytvis was kind, and love . ad in a Eyes, 
We thought it no Morning till $9174 did tiſe; 

Of Hlvia the hills and the Vallies all Ring, 

For ſhe was the ſubject of every Song. 


But now, oh how little her glories do move, 
That us'd to inflame us with Raptures of love; 
Thy Rigour, oh Silvia, will ſhorten thy Reign, 

5 And make our bright Goddeſs a Mortal again. - 


Love heightens our Joyes, he's the eaſe of our Care, - 
A ſpur to the Valiant, a Crown to the fair; 

Ob ſeize his ſoft wings then before tis too late, = 

Oc Crueity quickly will haften thy fate, . 


'Tis Liodnes, my $ „via, £15 ki ndneſs alone, 

Will add to thy Lovers, and ſtrengthen thy Throne; 
In Love, as in Empire, Tyrannical wav, 
Will make Loyal "wh ds forget to Obey. 
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The Shepheards Complaint, Fett by Ay. Wiatliam 


Williams. 
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V\ Hat Love a crime 3 fair? * 
VVV KRepeal that raſh decree, 
As well may pious Anthems bear; 


The name of Blaſphemy: 
Ti bleeding hearts and weeping Eyes, 
 _ Uphold your Sexes pride; 
5 Nor cou'd you. longer Tyrannize, 
"0 ketters wy a * 
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| Then from your haughty Viſion make, 
| And liften to my moan z 

| Tho' you refuſe me for my ſake, 
Yet pity for your own: _ 

For know proud Sheperdeſs you owe, 

he victim you deſpiſe, z | 

More to the ſtrictneſs of my Vow.” 
Then Rus of * Eyes  -- 


— 
_ „ , — 


A "oy in the Opera, call'd the (Faiery Cam 
Sung by Mrs. Butler, Sat Ee Mr. H. Purcell. 


* 
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VVS. have often heard young Maids complaining, N 
8 That when Men promiſe moſt they moft deceive 


Then Ithought none of them worthy my gaining, 
And what they ſwore I would never believe: 
But when ſo humbly one made his addrefſes, 
With Looks fo toft, and with Language fo kind; 
I I thought it Sin to refuſe his Careſſes, 
Nature o're came and I ſoon chang'd my mind. 


Should he employ all bis Arts in deceiving, 


_ . _ S.retch his Invention and quite crack his Brain, 


I find ſuch Charms, ſuch true Joys in believing, 
l! le have the pleaſure, let him have the * 

If he proves perjur'd I ſhall not be cheated, 
le may deceive himſelf but never me; 

"Tis what I look for, and ſhan't be defeated, 
| bor Im as falſe, and inconftant as he, 
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* King is gone to Ox- on — with all hi 
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A | SONG. 
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and main az The Nobles they at- Ds 


on, th an their _"_ Train a: The May” c 


Wl 


of the Town In his Furr Gown, gave the 


A Pair of Gloves, I ſay a pair of Gloves, made 
| | 
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of the Stags geod Leather: A pair of Gleves, I ſay, - 
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_ Nay, ſore do ay they gave him Gold, That 14 be, 5 
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they go give their Gold 2—xay, to bim that 
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5 Prince Euger's Health. A SONG Sett by 1. 
eee Jon” Barrett, the Weirds by Mr. D'Urfeyy. 
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yo. the glorious Sons of honour, . . 
That each hour your fame ad vance ; 1 


- Pray take notice in what manner, | | AY, 


Lewis prizes it in France: > 
5 In the Keſwick charte remenber, x | 0 
' He great William lawful LY | 
: But grown doating laft Jeptember, 

Loudly ſounds, loudly ſounds uP another Fames : 
RKouts our trade too, | | 
And wou'd no doubt invade too ; 
Could he turn the Oglio, | 


Into Seine which our boys in lay, 


All reſolve ſhall never be, 


Drink, drink, drink, drink, » we then a flowing Blas 
to Pr ince Le 


Like 0 
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Like the Peaſant i in the Fable, 
As we read in times of old; 

Rated from the Satyrs table, 
For his blowing hot and cold ; 


From his own and every nation, 


Monſieur ſhould be rated ſo ; 
Who on every vile occaſion, 
With all ſorts of winds can blow: 
Sign a peace too, 
And break it with as much eaſe to, 
Take an Oath now and ftraight deny' t again; ; 


But that this and all that's paſt, 
May come home to him at laſt, 


Proſper may the cor quering Arms of Prince Eugene. 


: With Deſpotick Reſolution, 


He from Subjects Gold can tear; 


| Praiſe be to our Conſtitution, 


We have no ſuch doings here: q 


Government in bleft condition, 


Wen to jaſt Law tis confin d; 
But tyrannick diſpoſition, 
Ne'r yet agreed with the Engliſh kind; 


Whilſt Cxero, 
Combin'd with galick Nero; 


Arjou's crown then unjuſtly would maintain, 
And th' imperial claim Controul: 


Chearing ſtill each heart and ſoul, 


Let us ſee the gals 8⁰ * to Prince Eike. 
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A Haalth to the Imperialiſt' s: er, An Inve&tive Ode 
on the Treachery of the Elettor of Bavaria; the 
ww by lr. D'uifey. To a Tune of Mr. J. C: 


N- 
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'Imi is gon, 
But baſely won, 


Was cram'd with Willi am's gold: 


Penſion loft, 
And hopes too croſt, 


— treacherous Bavaria there, bas buried his Renown ; ; 
That Scrolling Prince, | 
Who few years ſince, 


(poſt; 


Of having more from Britiſh ftore to keep his wanted 


To aid in vain, 


Uſurping Spain, 1 
Himſelf to France has fold : 


For 'tis plain, 
Tho' plots were vain, 


That 


Or may Fate, 
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gs + Ausburgh Was th intended Og of his brain 3 ; 
The mem'ry of Naſſaw, 
Was valu'd not a ftraw, | 
Had Monſieur relie v d Landau: 
Let him go, | 
A worthleſs foe, 
And whilft the Princes round reſolye his overthrow; 
A Jolly bottle bring, 


Doe Great Baden's Praiſes ſing, 


5 And th' Roman s valiant King. 


Loſt in Fame, 
Involv'd in ſhame, 


Thou odious Scandal to the noble M ini, 3 — 


Who durſt debaſe, 
Imperial grace, 
And thus provoke the Bar, 
Honour light, | 
And royal Right, 
Expected daily by the Circles on their duet to be; z 


: For Spain, ill Cauſe, 


And French Kickſhaws, 
Turn balely cat in pan 
But go on, 
Forlorn, undone, 
And e're his yearly courſe, arround has cow!” d the eln , 
Deſerted and diſgrac'd, 
Still routed too and chac'd, 
In chaias thou mayft ym wy lat: 


To prove her hate, 
Thy falſhood to the mifery of war r tranfare 
And there io low appear, 1 

A Fuzee mayft thou bear, 

Like ſome poor Muſqueteer. 
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A 50 NG. The Wards and Time by Mr. Edward 
Sung by Mrs Willis, in Play calÞd 


Keen. 


(the Heireſs : en the Sallamanca Docter) 
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5 C ; Elia $ bright beauty all others band. 


Like LovesSprightly Goddeſs ſhe's flippant and pay [ 


Her rival admirers in crouds do attend, 

I 0 her their devoirs and addreſſes to pay: 

Pert gaudy coxcombs the fair one adore, | 

Grave Dons of the Law and queer Prigs of the Gown, 
Cloſe Miſers who brood ore their treaſure in ſtore, 

And Heroes for plundring of modern renown ; 

But Men of plunder can ne'cr get her under, 

And Miſers all women deſpiſe, 

She baulks the pert Fops in the midſt of their hopes, 
And laughs at the Grave and Preeiſe. | 


Next ſhe's careſs'd by a muſical crews: 
Sphrill finging and fidling Beaus wardles oth fate, 
Aud Poets whom poverty ftill will purſue, 

That's a juft cauſe for rej-Ging their ſuit: 
Impudent Fluters the Nymph does abhor, 

And Lovers with Fidle at neck ſhe diſdains; 
For theſe thought to have her for whiltling for, | 
They courting with guts ſhew'd defect in their brains: 

And to the pretender to make her ſurrender, 

By ſiaging no favour ſhe'l ſhow 5 _ 
For ſhe'l not make choice of a ſhrill Capons voice, 
Fora e reaſon "you know. 


3 
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5 ad ia we in corment when they creep. | 
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A Sing in Love's a J. ſt, Set Itr. John Eccles. 
Sung by Mrs. Hudſon. 


Fi 


5 Ps ne 


3 
| 
| 


Mio s learn your Lives to W 
| Not by length of Time but 1 
Now the Hour's invite comply, 
Whilſt you idly pauſe they flye: 
Bie ft whilit a nimble pace they keep, 


Mor 
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Mortals learn your Lives to meaſure, 
Not by length of Time but pleaſure 
Soon your Spring muſt have a fall, 
Loſing youth is loſing all; 

Then you'll ask but none will give, 
And _ linger Duc t not live. 


Z 4. Ode on oh Un of 45 King and Parkin, ob 
Ar. n, the Tune 120 Ar, Tot: Clark. 
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1 : ; gift the French their Arms 1 
By the Troops abroad they brings, 


We with joy can ſend em over, 


Tidings that can make all Europe Ring; 


Engliſh b boys renown'd for warring, _ 


As Fame's glorious records ſhewz 
Bleft by Fate no leave of Jarring, 
And reſolve to join *gainfſt the common foe: 
No more frowning Batavians think ot drowning, 
But to Sp4"t2r4ds this jolly ditty fing, 


England's Se nate now agrees, 
Cælar can ſecure your peace; 


Chant it at the crowning, 


5 Ot their infant King. 


Britain's Sons no danger fearing, 


W hilft their royal Fleet's well man' 3 


Know tho? yet no ſtorm's appearing, 


Peace is always beſt with ſword in hand: 
Honour's but an empty notion, 
As our plotting neighbour ſhews ; 
Breach of Faith may raiſe commotion, 


And in proper ſeaſon may come to blows : 
Great five hundred pray let us not be plunder d, 


Save our lands then and all unite at home; 


| Gaard the Crowns prerogative, 
 B3ldly vote and nobly give, 


Thea let any inſolent rate come. 


= 


| 292 Pills to Purge Melancholy, 


A $0 NG Ser by Mr. Acker) d. 
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_ HF Ounds Madam return me my heart, 
415 Or by the Lord Harry Il make ye; 
Tho' you fleep when I talk of my ſmart, 
As hope to be Knighted I'll wake ye; 
If you rant why by Fove, | 
Then Il rant as well as you; 

There's no body cares for your puffing, 
Tour miſtaken in me; 
Nay prethee, prethee, prethee piſñ, 
We ll try whoſe the beſt at a huffing. 


Zut if you will your heart ſurreader, 
And confeſs your ſelf uncivil; | 
'Tis probable I may grow tender, 
And recal what I purpos'd of evil: 
But if you ftill perſiſt io rigour, 
Tis a thouſand to one hut I teeze you: 
For you'l find ſo much heat and ſuch vigcu;, 
As may trouble you DER or pleaſe you. 


4 
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A Seng in the Ko yal Miſchie f, Fett by Mr. John 
Eccles. Sung h/ Mr.Leveridge. | 
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24 lies the wiſhing Maid, 

KA Diftruſting not to be betray d; 
Ready to fall with all her charms, 
A ſhiniag tre: ſur: to your arms: 
Who keats this Rory muff believe, 

No heart. can {truer Joy receive 

Since to take Love and give it too, 

Is all that Love tor hearts can do. 


1e: 
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4 SONG in the Play calbd tba (Self Conceipt, or: 
the Mother made a Property. Sert by Mr. John 
TI | Eccles; Sung by Mrs. Bowman. _ 5 
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Ju! the mighty pow r of Love, | 
What Art againft ſuch Force can move; 
The harmle(> Swain is ever bleſt, 
Beneath ome Silent Shady Groves ©; 
Until ſome Nymph invade his Breaft, 
And ae his eager Love. 


Oh the mi 'ghty pow'r of Love, 
W hat Art againft ſuch Force can move; 
The Greateft Hero, who in Arms, 
Has gain'd a thouſand Victories; 
Submits to Celias brighter Charms, : 
And dreads a killing from her Eyes. 
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' A 7 Hen Fockey firſt 1 ſaw my ſoul was charm d. 
| To fee the bonny Lad ſo blith, ſo blith and gay 3 


Ny heart did heat it being alarm'd, 


That I to Fockey nought, ought could ſay: 


4.̃1 loſt I courage took and prthon qute foricot, 


And told the bonny Lad his charms I felt 
He then did ſmil- with a pleaſing look 
An. told me Ferry in bis arms, his arms ſhould melt. 
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Song by Mrs. Temple, Set: by i, Jeremiah Clark 


1 5 | 55 


ton A HY Uh 


15 See no more to ſhady coverts, 
Fockey's Eyn are all my joy; 
Beauty's there I Ken that cannot, 
Mult not, ſhall not, fteal away: 
What wou 4 Fockey now do to me, 
Surely your to me unkind ; 

Iſe ne's {ce you, nay you fly r me, = 


Yet are ne te from out my mind. 


7 —— — 


1 


* ; 


11111 
, . 
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All to Huge — 


Tell me why *tis thus you uſe me, 
Take me quickly to your Arms; 
Where in bliſſes blithly backing, 
Each may rival others charms; 
O but fy my Fockey pray now, 
What d'ye ; do not let me go; 
OT vow you will undo me, 
What to Do I do not know. 
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A Song Sem by Mr, Phill. Hart. 
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Ho' I love & ſhe knows it ſhe cares not, 
| She regards not my paſſion at all; T4 
| Kibto tell me ſhe hates me ſhe bares not, = WE 

As often as on her I call: 
Tis her pleaſure to ſee me in pain : 
Tis her pain to grant my defire 3 
Then if ever I love her again, 


May! ww r, ne vet, never, never, nayT ne er, be free 


from love's f re. 


ES 


1 © 
* 1 
— 2 * 


8 
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Mirtllo, A Song Sett by Mr. Tho: Clark. 


Irtillo whilſt x you patch your face, 
By natute farms ſo fait; 
We know - ach ſpot conceals a e 
And wiſh, and wiſh to ſee it bare: 
Put ſince our With you've fratifi'd, 
We find, we find, twas raſhly made, 
And that thoſe pots were but to hide, to hide, 
Excets of luſtre lay'd : 
And that thoſe ſoots were but to hide, to Es). os 
Excels of luſtre Laid, | Tie 
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The Rambling R 4 K CE. 


'T JaAving ſpent all my Coin, 
Upon Women and Wine, | 
1 went to the C h out of ſpitez : | 


= But what the Prieſt laid, 
Is quite out of my Hag, 


I reſolv id not to bal by . 


While he open'd his Text, 

I was Plaguily wx. | 
To fe ſuch a {lv Canting Crew: 8 

Of Satans e 

With P "2 
Enough t bare made a diva Ses. 


All the Woman 1 vic wid, 
Both Religions on Lewd. 1 
From che Sable l up- knots to the cenrlets! : 
But a W. er | Laz, | | 
That at a un Play. 
The Houſe docs yo: ſwarm 101 with \ Harlots 


ww. hay 


Fn 


1 Madam L 


Fill: to Purge Melancholy, 6 303 


Lady E— there ats, - 


Almoſt out of her Wits, 


*Cwixt Luft and Devotion debating 3 


She's as Vitious as Fair. 


And has more Buſineſs there. 
Than to hear Mr. Tickletext's prating. 


-I ſaw, | 
With her Daughters-in-law, 
Whom ſhe offers to Sale ev'ry n, ; 


la the midf of her prayers, 
She'll negotiate affairs, 


And make aſſignations for Mondays | 


Next 4 Lady much Fam'd, 


Therefore muſt not be nam'd, 


Cauſe She'll give you no trouble in Teaching 3 


She has a very fine Book, 
But does ne er in it look, 


Nor regard either Praying or Preaching, 


There SA Barone: 8 Daughter, 


Her own Mother taught her, 


By Precept and Practical Notion ; 
That to wear Gawdy Cloaths, 


And to Ogle the Beaus, 


Was at Church two ſure Signs of Devotion. 


From the Corner o ch Square, 
Comes a Hopeful young Pair, 


Religious as they ſee occaſion: 


Baut if Patches and Paint, 


Be true ſigns of a Saint, | 
We ve no Reaſon to Doubt ter D:mnation. 


5 When the Sermon was done, 
He bicft ey'ry one, 
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and they like good Chriftians 3 
Tho they view'd ev'ry face, 
Each Head and each Dreſs, 
Yet each one her ſelf mot ademir d. 


| _ I bad view'd all the reft, 


But the Parſon had bleft, = 
With his Benediction the People; 


. So I ran to the Crown, 


Leaſt the Church ſhould fall doun. . 
And beat out my Brains with the Steeple. 


iin 


Tbe Airy old Woman. 


QRD| | 1 


wont SE 


oe ma. 
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Ou gueſs by my wither'd Face, 
And Eyes no longer Shining; 
That I can't Dance with a grace, 
Nor keep my pipes from whining : 
Yet I am ſtill Gay and Bold, 
To be otherwile were a Folly z z; 
Methinks my blood is grown Cold, 
__ _ T'l warm it then thus and be Jolly: _ 
Jolly, jolly, jolly. jolly, jolly, jolly, jolly, G-. 
Methinks my Blood is.growncold, 
grown cold, grown cold, grown cold, Ce. 
I'll warm it then thus and be joy. 


I find by the lighting Beau's, 
That Nature is Declining 3; 
Yet will I not knit my Bros, 
Nor end my Daus in pining: 
Let other Dames Fret and Scold, 
As they paſs to the Stygian Ferry; 


* — — — 


2 You ſee though I am grown Old, 
— My temper is youthful and Merry: 
9 Merry. merry, merry, merry, &c, 
Jou ſee though I am grown old. 
\ grown old, grown old, grown old, Sc. 
My Temper is Youthful and Merry. 
A 


Au joy to Mortals joy and Mirth, 
Eternal To's ſing ; 5 
The Gods of love deſcend to earth, 
Their Darts have loſt their Sting. 


The youth ſhall now complain no more, = 
On Sy{vra's needleſs corn, 
But ſhe ſhall Love if he adore, 

And melt when he ſhall burn. 


. Tbe Nymph no longer ſhall be thy, 
But leave the Jiting Roadzg 
And Daphne now no more hall Fly. 
The wounded Painted God. 


But all ſhal! be Serene and Fair, 
Ns ſad complaints of Love; 
Shall fill the gentle whiſpering Air, 

No Ecchoing tighs the Grove, 


5 Beneath the ſhades young Strephon lies, 


Oft all his wiſh poſſoſs'd; 
Gazing on Sylvia charming Eyes, 
' Whoſe Soul | Is there confels'd. 


All ſoft and ſweet the Maid appears, 

With looks that know no Art; 

And though ſhe yields with Trembling Fears, 
Me yields with all her heart. | 


The 


dn! 


. The Saint N Sinner, Or the Diſſening Parſon's 


- 5 ir 


Pill. to Purge Melanchoh. N 


Text under the — s Petticoats. 


1 


Ou Friends to 3 
Give Ear to my Relation, 


For 1 ſhall now declare Sir, 


Before you are aware Sir, 


be 


Thc matter very plain, 

The matter very plain; 
A Goſpel Cuſhion Thaiger, | | 
Who Dearly loy'd a Age; | And 
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And ſomething elſe befide Sir, 

If he is not bely'd Sir, 

This was a holy Guide Sir, 
For the D.ſſenting Train. 


And for to tell you truly, 

His Fleſh was fo unruly 
Hie could not for his Life Sir, 

_ Paſs by the Draper's Wife Sir, 

The Spirit was fo faint, 

The Spirit was ſo faint: | 
This jolly handſom Quaker, 
As he did overtake her, 
She made his mouth to water, 
And thought long to be at her, 
Such Sin is no great matter, 
Accounted by 3 Saint. 


95 (Says he ) my pretty Creature, 


Tour Charming Handſome Feature, 

Has ſet me all on Fire, | 
Jou know what I dere, | 

j bere 1 no barm in Love: 
(Quoth ſhe | if that's your Notion, | 

To Preach vp ſuch Devotion, 

Such hopeful guides as you Sir, 
Will half the World undo Sir, 

A Halter is your due Sir, 

If you ſuch Tricks approve. 


The Parſon ſtil) more eager, 

Than Luftful Turk or Neger, 

Took up her Lower Garment, 

And ſaid there was no harm in't, 
According to the Text; 

For Solomon mere wiſer, 

Than any dull adviſer, 

Had many Hundred Miſſes, 

IJI0o Crown his Royal Wiſhes, 
And why ſhou'd ſuch as this is, 

Make you ſo ſadly vext. 


Hl. to Purge —— 


The frighted Female Quaker, : 
Perceiv'd what he would make her, 


Was forc'd to call the Watch in, 
And ſtop what he was batching, 


To ſpoil the Light within 
To ſpoil the Light within 4 
They came to her aſſi ſtance, 


As ſhe did make reſiſtance, 
Againſt the Prieft and Devil, 
The Actors of all Evil, 

Who were ſo Grand uncivil, 


To tempt a Saint to Sin. 


The Parſon then Confounded, | 


Io ſee himſelf ſurrounded, 
Wich Mob and ſturdy Watch. men, 


Whoſe Buſineſs tis to catch men, 
In Lewdneſ; with a Punk; 
la Lewdneſs with a Punk 


He made ſome faint excuſes, | 
And all ro hide abuſes, 


In taking up the Linnen, 

Againft che Saints Opinion, 

Within her ſoft Dominion, 
Alledging he was Drunk, 


But tho he feigned Reeling, 
They made him pay for feeling, 


And Lvgz'd him to a Pr:ion, 


To bring him to his reaſon, 
Which he bod loft before; 
Which he had loſt before; 


; And thus we ſze how Preachers, 


That ſhould be Goſpel- Ceachers, 


de 


How they are ftrangely blinded, 
And are ſo Fleſhly minded, 
Like Carnal Men inclined, 

To Lie with any Whore. 
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A SONG, Seit by Mr. Anthony Young. 


] Try'd in Parks and Plays to find, 
I Anob) ct to appeaſe my Mind; 
But ſtill in vain it docs appear, 
Since Fair Hrtuilia is not there: 
In vain alaſs I hope tor Eaſe, 
Since none but She alone can pleaſe. 


Pills to Purge Melanchoh. 311 


A SO NG, Sett by Mr. Henry — 


1 HE HE | 
: — E FRE | 


Hillis, I can ne're forgive 8 — 
Nor I think, ſhall e're out-live it; 55 
Thus to treat me ſo ſeverely, | 
Who have W loy' 0 lincerely. 


Damon, you ſo fondly cheriſh, 
—== Whilſt poor I, alas! may periſh "© 

I that love, which he did never, 
Me pou light, and him you fayour. 


_— 


3 Pills to Purge Melancholy. 


J Laſh not t Render than the ls. 
Though the Virgins give you Warning: 
_ Sigh not at the chance befel you, 
Though they ſmile and dare not tell vou. 

| Sigh not at &c, | | | 


Maids like Turtles love the Cooling; 

Bill and Murmur in their Wooing ; 

Thus like vou they ftart and Tremble, 

And their troubled Joys aiſſemble. 
Thus like you . 


Graf p the Pleaſure while * tis coming, 
Though your Beauty's now a bluomin 
Left old time our Joys ſhould (ever, 
Ah! ab! they part, they bart for ever. 

Left old _ KG 


Aa - 
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4A SONG. Set by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


2x Hil 


FEN 


4 


422 — — — — — — 


e 1 


Ove's Pow'r in my Heart, fant 181 oy complince, on 


Vie ftand to my Guard, and bid open denance ; 


To Arme, I will maſter my Reaſon and Senſes, 


Ta ri ru ra, Ia ra ra, a War now COMMENCES, 


Keep, keep, el acid Wat! 10 and ob? erveev'ry mot! on, 
our Care to his Cunning exactly proportion; 


Fall on, he gives ground, let him never recover, 
Fidorig) Fidoria the Battel is over. 


1 
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AS 0 N G Sett by Mr, James Hart, 


EE * f 


2 — 


TEAE heed, ors you're poor, 
Think of loving me no ore : 
Take advice, in time, 

Give ore your Solicitations 2 
Nature does in vain diſpence, 
To you Vertue, Courage, Senſe, 
Wealth can only influence, _ 

A&A Woman' 5 Inclinations. 


What lend Nn can e re be k Ka), 
Toa Swain but rich in Mind, I 
If as well ſhe does not find 
Gold within his Coffer? 
_ Gold alone does Scorn remove, | 
Gold alone incites to Love, 
Gold can moft perſwaſiye prove, oy 
4 make the Babel Otter. EY 2 
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- 44ONG _& Wd by Captain Danvers, Set 
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Fog me Cloe if I dare, 

Your Conduct dis approves __ 

The Gods have made you wond'rous Fair, 

Not to Dildain but Love: 

Thoſe nice pernicious forms deſpiſe, 
That cheat you of your bliſs; 

Let love inſtruct you to be wiſe, 
Whilſt youth and beauty is. 


Too late you wil repent the time, 

Tou loſe by your diſdain; 

The Slaves you ſcorn now in your prime, 
You'll nc'er retrieve again: 

ut when thoſe Charms ſhall once decay, 

And Lovers diſappear, 

Deſpair and envy ſhali repay, 

= AGE 9 now ſcvere. 1 


— 


4 5 oN 4 he (Riva FE Sett bs; Ar, 
Henry Purcel), Sung by Miſs Croſs. 
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Tow happy, how 1 is he, 
How happy, how happy is ſhe, 


That early, that early her Paſſion begins ; $ 
And willing, and willing with Love to agree, 
Does not ſtay till ſhe comes to her Teens: 


Then, then ſhe's all pure and chaſt, 
Then, then ſhe's all pure and chaſt; 5 
Like Angels her ſmiles to be priz d, 


Pleaſure is ſeen Cherub Fac d. 
In] Nature appears, and Nature appears undiſguiss 


From Twenty to Thirty, and then, 


Set up for a Lover in vain, 


By that time we ftudy how Men, 


May be „rack d with neglect and diſain * 


Love dwells where we meet with defire, CS 


Deſire which Nature has given, 


She's ® Fool then that feeling the fire, 


Begins not to warm * Eleven. 


P3 1. 
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[ The Kin ings Health, Salt to Far) neÞs Grank, In 1 
Six Part: s by Mr. * 
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Ibn Firſt Strain, | 


T OY to Great Ceſar, 
J Long Life, Love and Pleaſure 3 Br 
Tis a Health that Divine is, 
Fill the Bowl high as mine is; 


Let none fear a Feavyer, 


But take it off thus Boys; 
Let the King live for ever, 
Lis no matter for us Boys. 


The þ econd Strain, 


Try 211 the Lojal, 
Defy al, 
Sire denyal; 


site nore thinks his Glais too big here, 


Nor any P:ig here, 
Or Sneaking Viz here, 


Of Cripple Tony's Crews. 
That now looks blew, 


His Heart akes too, 


The Tap won't do, 


His Zeal ſo true, 


And Proj-as new, 
I fate does now . 


Tbe Third Stray. 


Let Taries Guard the King, 


Let Whigs in Halter's (wing 
Let 7ilk and Sbute be ſnam'd, 
Loet Bugg'ring 02rs be damn d; 2 


Let Cheating Player he Nick d, 


The turn coat Scribe be Kick d; 


Let Rebel City Dons, 
Ne er beget their Sons; 


: 
EE I ere ERIE; 
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Let ev'ry Whiggiſh Peer, 
That Rapesa Lady fair, 
And leaves his only Dear, 

Tbe Sheets to gnaw and tear, 

Ze punii}'d out of hand, 

And forc'd to pawn his Land, 
I' actone the * . 


The Fourth Strain, 


Great Charles, like Febowah, | > 
Spares thoſe would Un- bow Him 435 
And warms with his Graces, 
The I ipers that fting Him: 
Till Crown'd with juſt Anger, 
Ihe Rebels He ſeizes; | 
Thus Heaven can thunder, 
When ever it picales. , 


Fitz 
Then to the Duke fill, fill up the aud. 


The Son of, our Martyr belov'd of the N . 


Euvy'd and Lov'd, 
Tet Bleft from above, 


7 Secur'd * an Angel ſafe under his Wing, | 


The Sixth St run. 


Faction and W 
And State Melancholly, 


5 With Tony in U higland for ever (hall duell; : 


Let Wit, Wine, and Beauty, 
Iden teach us our Duty, 


For none e te can LOT, © or be Wie and nebel — 


Oln OMNI. 
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A Royal Ode by Mr. D'Urfey; . 


Happy Acceſſion to the Crown, and Coronation of 
our moſt Gracious Sovereign Lady Aueen ANNE, 
The Words in Imitation of the foregomg Song, and 
Jus ro ſome Strains of the /e ame Fn. 


Second cab 


. rae 


* to u 
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Firſt Strain. 


Mz: now is Arming, 

The War comes on Storming; ; 
All Europe is viewing, 

What England is doing; 


SY The fl'ghted (1) n 


In France and th' Eſcurial, 
Has balk d (2) Gallick Nero, 
And Porto (3) Carrero; 


Brittains ceaſe- wee ping, 


For (4) Pan that lyei fleeping g 
Tho' Fove us denics him, 


= | Yet [5) Pala ſupplyes him. 
T | Then Sing out yet Muſes, 
What Plecus infulesy _ 


Divine is the occaſion, 
Qicen Ame's Coronation. 


Second Stan. 
Pair your hearts and j joyn, 
For now the rightful Line; 
Has left you no Excuſe, 


I For Jarring or abuſe; 


The thought of Right and Wrong, 
That plagu'd ye all fo hs © 
No more be now let inn, 
To raiſe the Sennates Spleen; 


(1) The | 


French 


Memorial. 
(2) The © 


French R. 


(3) The 
new K. of 
Spain's cbeif Ly 


Munſter, 
(4) King 


| Wiitram. . | 
— 0 Qucen 
| Allige 
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Nor ſimple Fewds let grow, 
_*Twixt High Church and the Los: | 
But all ſeſolve to go, | 


Now Rules the Glad nation; 


To One at leaft for ſhow ; 


And then made happy ſo, 
Direct your Angers blow, 
Againſt the — FO 


Third g train. 


| Divine Glorianna, 


Mild Prudent and Pious, 


Without Affectation z 


Sence Juſtic2 and Pitty, i, 


Her life ſtill renewing; 


And Queen of all hearts. 


E. er the Pageant of . : 


Fourth Strain. £ 


All the Radiant court of Heaven have biet Her, 
--Bright Aſtres leaves the Sky to an wr; 1 
Whilſt on her from all, 5 


Re vol ves the Sacred praiſe, 
Ot fam'd Blixas Days. 


Sing then ye Mufes, 
2 Phœbus infuſes g; 

Divine is the Occaſion, 
Queen Anne s Coronation. _ 


This Cho. may be ſung to Ground-baſe, 


._ K * ord. : * 


